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N Purgatory, ay. i 
() Satyr sin Romith Confeffors, fe 2 

The Ghoft, 3 
The Rebber Robb’d, 4. 
Paradox. That Ambition, or the defiré of 


Rule and Superiority is a Virtue, 5 
Brutus, * 
Ode, in Anfwer to the former, 10 
AA Preparative to Study: or, The Virtue of Sack. 

Written in the Tear 164.1. is 


Ode, Written foon after O. Cromwel’s Death, 18 
AA Dialogue between two Zealots, on the Et Cetera 


in the Oath, 46 
Smettymnuus: or, The Club- Divines, 22 
Epitaph on the E. of Strafford, 24 
On the Death of K. Charles I. ibid, 


AA Lenten Litany, 2% 
To the King. Onhis Majefly s happy Reftaur ation, 23 
Satyr on the Scots, 32 

Satyr on the Dutch. Written by Mr.Dryden iz 

the Year 1662. he 
Vox & Lachryme Anglorum: or, The true 
Englifi-man's Complaint, humbly ofer'a +o the 
Serious Confider ation of their Reprefentatives in 
Parliament at their next fitting in the year 1667, 47 
A 2 Upon 
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po mn the Prov og uing of the Parliament, or Club 

of unanimous Voters, 1668. 52 
Anew Ballad, call’d, The Chequer -Inn, 
On King ( Chat lestbe Firfl?s Statue. Why’ "tis fo long 


beforg tus put up at Charing: Crofs, 65 
A Ballad, cal’d, The Ha y-Marke t Aeéiors, 63 
A new Ballad, tovan old Tune, ¢ cal’ d, ham the 

Duke of Not folk, &e. P70 
Satyr. Thus | ong the wife Commons, XC 73 
The Ouee n’s Ba ill. 7h 
Q; yerses ANA LA infers fi from Garraw: ayo be Coffee-honfes7 5 y 
Aadvertifement of a Sale of choice Goods, 779 
A Poft- fortpt of "Books: to be fola | by Mr, Ogilby in 

White-Friers, 3 
His M——~s moft gracius Speech to both Henfes 

2 ENE’ c. by A. Marvel, O4 


4 
3¢ Chars $8 


7 he D. A SA ao Litany. of 
Controv rer foal Letters ih is a fappos’d Atherft, 


and J. D. Minifter of wn Surrey 
Firft Letter, 94 
pica Letter, 96 
——— 3d Letter, 99 
——ath Leiter, 102 
aire EL LOSE, LOS 
Tne V4 sain 108 
On the Marriage of the Prince and. Princefs of 
Orange, IT4 
The Lord Chancellor’s Speech to the Parliament, 116 
The Anfwer, 618 
Satyr on old Rowley, | 120 
Satyr, 1 who from drsnking, &c. 123 
Da——by’s Farewel, 129 
An Allufion, ibid. 
The Progical, 130 
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To be written under the Dutchefs of Portfmouth’s 
D pda ys 
La Ti 


132 
Anfwer, “bid; 
Another, By Mr.Dry—n, ibid: 
Satyr. Unhappy Ifland, &e, 103 


A true and full Account of alate Conference be~ 
tween the wonderful. [neaking ‘ead and. Father 
Godwyn, « “twas related by the Head’s own 
Mouth to Dr. Frafier. , By Sir Fleet Sh —-d, 136 

Ancw Ballad, to the Tune of T renchmore, 139 

To, Afr. Julian, 14.1 

The Cufbing-Dance at White-hall, by. may of 
Mafquerade, to she Tune of Joan Sanderfon, 143 


Satyr, Among the Race, &c. 144. 
The Anfwer, 147 
Satyr, Since'all the Aions, &c. i49 
A Letter from the. Diof M th to the King, 151 
The King’s Anfwer, 152 
The Ghoft of bone Tom Rofs to his Pupil the 

D. of M———th, 153 
A Poem on the Bifhops throwing owt the Bill of Ex- 

clufion, 3 154: 
A Familiar Epiftle to Ar. Julian, Secretary to the 

Maufes, 156 
The State{maws Almanack, Ig5g 
The Diffolution, 16 


An Trontcal Encomium on the unparallel d Proceed- 
ings of theincomparable Couple of Whigegish 


Walloons, 167 
The Affembly of the moderate Divines, 170 
On Wi. Williams, 174. 
On the Lord Lin——n’s Brother's turnimg Roman 

Catholick, ibid. 
An Epitaph on Sir Will. Jones, 176 
On the E. of I.—by’s. Impeachment by the 

Hloufe of Commons, 1678. 177 
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Truth brought to light: or, Ad4urdar will ont. 

By S. College, 178 
Pie 1n Mafquerade : or, Scroggs upon Scroggs. 

By the fame, 1S 


On the fame. By the fame, : 183 
The Pope?s Advice and Benedsétion to bis Fudg 
and Fury in Eutopia. By the fame, 184, 


The Wolf Fuftice. Being Ver fes fix'd on the 
L. C.F. Scroges’s Chamber-door: By the fame, 187 


Satyr. Fis Holine[s, &c. By the fame, 188 
A Pun 189 
A Caution to King Charles the Second from forty 
One. By S. Colleg 2€, ibid. 
England’s Court- Strumpets. By the fame, 199 
On Suc Monument upon Fifh- ftreet-Hill, Ior 
Rex & Grex. By the famt, 193 


AWelftminfter-Wedding : or, The Town- Mouth ; 
alias, The Recorder f London; and hus Lady. 
Feb. 17. 1679. By the fame, ibid, 

The Fancy: or, The D.of York's lat Farewel, 196 

A Billon the Hof Commons Door April 5.1680, 203 


The Refpondent : or, Litany for Litany, 205 
Elegy on Coleman, 207 
News from We tonir iter, 208 
A Litany, ibid. 
The Diwnfal of the French Bitch, 211 


The o Yeur e Prince: or, The Black Box boxd, 212 
Upon the Difpuse in the Choice of. Sheriffs, 214 
det m, 215 
On Dr. Stil—~fleet Dea of St. Paul’s, ibid; 
An Advertifement to a Proteftant Grand- ‘Sary, ibid. 
Hiftoria tuta, | | 


Urrum horum mavis accipe, ibid. 
Fhe City’s Advice to the King, 218 
On Mun Doyly, and Fleet shepherd; Efquires, 220 
A Riddle, 221 
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-———2 Riddle, 225 
3d Riddle, 222 
Song, to the Tune of, Taking of Snuff is the 
Mode of the Court, Se 
AA Sunday Morning's Ramble, 225 
The Pilgrimage. To the Tune of, Hey Boys up go we,228 
Song. Tothe Tune of Liili-Builero, 231 
Song. Tothe Tune of, A beggingywe will go, 235 
A Stanza put on Weftminiter- Hall Gate, 237 
To the Fudges, 238 
The Advice, 239 
A new Catch, 240 
Dialogue between Oliver?s Porter, Fidler, and 
Poet sn Bedlam, 241 
A Farewel tothe Church of England, 250 
A Dialogue between a Loyal Addreffor, and a 
blunt Whiggifh Clown, 251 
Tothe Haters of Popery, by what Names or Titles 
foever dignified or diftingur[hd, 252 
A new Litany for the holy time of Lent. 253 
To make a Catholick, Pudding, 256 
An Irifh Prophecy. | ibid. 
“A new Song upon the Hogen-Mogen, ibid. 
The Deponents, 258 
A new Song on the calling of a Free Parliament, 
Jan. 15. 1683. 265 


An excellent new Song, caild, The Prince of 
DarknefS: Shewing bow three Ksngdoms may 


be fet on Fire by a Warming-Pan, 267 
Song, 268 
Ballad, to the Tune of, Couragio, 269 
Packington’s Pound, 272 
A new Song on the Prince and Princefs of Orange, 275 
The Farewel, 276 


A Congratulatory Poem to his Royal Highnels the 
Prince of Orange, — | 297 
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The Princes Welcome to London, 299 
On his Highnefs the Prince of Oranges arrival 
in London, 280 


“4 new Song of the French Ksng’s fear of an Orange,282 
44 new Song of an Orange; to the excelent old 


Tune of a Pudding, &c, 236 
The Orange, 438 
; 


Relsgiom Relicks : or, The Sale at the Savoy, “pon 
the Fefuits breaking up their School andC happel, 290 
Private Occurrences: or, The Tranfattions of the 
four laft Years: Written in imitation of the old 
Ballad, Hey brave Oliver, Ho brave Oliver, &c. 294 


Anew Proteffant Litany. 297 
Tom Tyler > Or, The Nur fe, 3.00 : 
cy”, Re em Ney ; 
T ae Frrerog lyphecr , 301 
A Dialogue between Father Petre and the Divil, 302 
5 
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Father Petre’s Policy -difcover'd ; or, The Prince 
of Wales prov’d a Popifh Perkin, 306 


Ve 
The Rife and Fallof the Lord Chancellor = To the 
A 


Tune of Hey brave Popery ! 307 
A Better to the Lord Chancellor, 309 
Dangerheld’s Ghof to Jefferies, 312 
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Sir “Fhomas Jenner's Speech to his Wife and 
Children, 313 


Popery Pick’d: or, the Fefuits Shoos made of run= 
ning Leather. To the Tune of, Wound yoube 


a Man of Favour ? 315 
Sinq. To the Tune of Lilli-Burlero, 317 
Vacquin avd Tullia. By Atr.D —n, 319 
Ponte, 323 


On the Promotion of Dr. T. tothe Sec of Gary 5324, 
<4 Congratulatory Poem to King William, on bes 
Return from Ireland, 1690. after the Battel of 


_+ the Boyne, 325 
Some Paradoxes prefented for a New. years Gift by 
the old to the mew Orthodox, 327 
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The Penfioners, 330 
Death and the Cobler > or, a Dialogue between the 
meagre Duke and Will.-Green, the Cordipainer , 


of St. James's, 334. | 
Song, 335 
Song, 336 
Epitaphium in Vicecomitem Dundee, 337 
Englif’d by Mr. Dryden, ibid. 


O Raree Show! O-Pretty Show ! or, The City Feaft, 338 
Anfwer toa Poem intitul’d, A Panegyrick s written 
in the year 169%, and printedinthe fecond Vo- 


lume of State- Poems, p. 401. 341 
Upon a Medal whereon two Names were inter- 

woven, 342 
P. of O's Atchievements in Flanders sn the 

Years 91, and 92. ibid. 


Eucharifticon: or, An Heroick Poem upon the 
late Vhank({giying-Day, which was the Vigil or 


Faft of $:.Simon and St. Jude, 343 
On the Death of the late Queen, 357 
On the Death of the Queen, — 350 
In Englith, ibid. 
The Wealel uncasd: or, The In and Outfide of , 
a Pricft drawn to the Life, 361 y 
England’s late Fury. A Satyr. 365 4 
Satyr. Declining Venus, ce. 370 


Anew Ballad, cad, The brawny Bsfhops Com- 
plaint. To the Tune of, Packington’s Pound, 372 
On the Death of the Queen, and Marlhal Luxem- 


burgh, é, 374. 
On the Report of King James's fending a Pleni. 
porentiary to the Treaty of Ry{wick, ibid. 


To the Earl of Portland, on bis Embaffy to Frances 375 2 | | 
On the burning of White-hall. 4 Latin Eps- | | 

gram, | 377 ; 
in Englith, ibid. 
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Another Verfion of the fame, 353 
A new Anfwer to an Argument againft a 

standing Army, ibid. 
On the Death of Atr. Dryden, 399 
On the Death of the Duke of Glocefter. By 

Dr. Bentley, 380 
Tranflated by the Lord | ——rys, ibid. 
Dialogue between the Ghoft of Capt. Kid and a 

Kid-napper, 381 
A Congratulatory Poem to the Right Honourable 

SwE.S. Oc. 384 
The negative Prophecy, found under the Ruins 

of Whitehall, 333 
Occa/ional Conformity. A proper new Ballad, 

by a Welt-Saxon, 399. 

203 


A Confultation of the Bifhops, 3 
Prologue to the Mufick-Ateeting in York- 
Buildings. By Dr.G—th, 395 
Verfes written at Althrop by the Lord Halifax, 
in a blank Leaf of a VValler, upon feeimg 
the old Lady Sunderland’s Pidture by Van- 


dyke, : 396 
On the fame. Subjed,. by a Boy of fifteen, at 

VVeftminfter School, ibid. 
On the Duke of Savoy’s declaring againft 

France, 39% 
The Toafters, 398 
The Witchcraft, 4.06 
Orpheus and Margarita, 407 
Pallas, ibid. 
The Auftrian Eagle. . By Afr. Stepney, 408 


Prologue, by way of Dialogue between Heracli- 
tus Ridens, the Obfervator, and bis Coun- 
tryman, 4.08 

Epilogue on the Obfervator, - 41 

Prologue fent to Ar. Rowe, to bw Play oe 

alt 


The INDE X. xi 
Fair Penitent , defign’d to be fpoken by My. 


Betterton, but refus’d, 4l7 
Epilogue to the Ladies at the Mujfick- Meeting in 

Drury Zane: by Afr, Manwaring, 421 
England’s Genius, 422 
Prologue {poken at Court on her Adajefty’s Birth. 
day 170%, By Mr, Pri—r, 424 


The Hiftory and Fall of the Conformity- Bill. 
Being an excellent new Song to the Téne of 
Chivy Chace, 4.25 

Lackworth’s lively Charader, 431 

A Catalogue of Books to be fold by Auction near 
St. James’s, 432 

Another, to be foid at i City Godmother’s on 


May 29. 434 
Song, . 438 
The old Man's Wish, ibid. 
On the Countefs of Dorche————r:_. By the E. 

of D—t, 44.8 
AA Sigh, abid. 
A F---t, 


44t 
Petition of the diftrefs?d Merchants of London 
to the Lord High Treafurer, againft sd 


— Commiffioners of the Cuftoms, 42 
The Way to Heavenin a String: ov, Mr At 

gil’s Argument burlefqu'd, 443 
On 4 Blufh; written by a Lady, 4.§2 
The Charaéer, 453 
Song. The Ceftrian Roach, &c. 454 
Tofts and Margarita, 455 
fn Addrefs, ibid. 
The Rifing Sun, or Verfes on Q. Mary's Birth- 

Day. By Mr. Hamden, 457 
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On Pureatory. 


r Hen the Almighty did his Palace 
| ( frame, 
: That glorious fhining Place he 
| ; ( Heav’n did names 
And when the firft Rebellious Angels fell, | 
He doom’d them to a certain Place, call’d Hell. 
There’s Heav’n and Hell confirm’d in Sacred Story, 
But- yet Lne’er, could. read of Purgatory. 
That Priefts. have fram’d for the good Roman 
Our Maker never-thought of fuch a Place. (Race, 
It is a Place fure fomewhere under ground; 
Where finful Souls lie fluxing till they’re found, 
O Romé! we own thee for ‘alearn’d wife Nation, 
To adda Place wanting in God’s Creation. 
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Satyr upon ‘Romifh~ Confeffors. 
By Mr. Dryden. 


Q" R Church alas! as Rome objects, does want 
Thefe Ghoftly Comforts for the falling Saint 5 
This gains them their Whore-Converts, and may be 
One Reafon of the Growth of Popery. 

So Mabomet’s Religion-came in,fafhion, 

By tha large leave it gave to Fornicatione* 

Feat not the Guilrif*you can pay for’c well; 
There ts no Déves in the Roman Hell. 

Gold opens the ftrait Gate,.andtets-him-in, 

But want of Mony is a mortal Sin. 

For all befides you. may.difcount te Heav’n, 

And dropa Bead ‘to keep the Tallics ewn. 

How are Men cozen’d {till with fhews of Good! 
The Bawd’s beft Mask is the Grave Friers Hood. 
The Vice no more a Clergy-man dipleafes,\ 

TY han Doors cat be thonght to hate Difeafes : 
Tis by your living il), that they live well ; 

By your Debauches their fat Paunches {well, 
°Tis a Mock-War between the Prigit dnd Devil, 
When they think fit, they can be veryeivil, 

As fome who did French'Counfels mioftiad vance, © 

‘To blind the World have rail’d in Priat’at France. 
Thus do the Clergy at our Vices bawl, 

That with more eafe they may engrofsthem all. 
By damning ours, they do their own maintain 3 
A Church-man’s Godlinefs is always Gain. 
Hence to their Prince they will fuperior be, 

Aad Civil Treafon grows Church- Loyalty. 

They 
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They boaft the Gift of Heav’n js in. their Power; 
Well may. they give the God they can devour... 
Still to the fick, and dead their Claims they lay, 
For ‘tis on: Carrion that the Vermin prey. 
Nor have they lefs Dominion on our Life, _; 
They troc the Husband, and they, pace the Wife. 
Rowze up, ye Cuckolds of the Northern Climes, 
And learn from Sweden to prevent fuch Crimes. 
Unman the Frier, leave the holy Drone 
To hum in his forfaken Hive alone ; é 
He’ll work no Honey, when his Sting is gone. 
Your Wives and Daughters foon will leave the Cells, 
When they have.loft the found of Aaron's Bells. 
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The Ghojt. 


Papift dy’d, as *twas Jehovah’s Will, 

And his poorSoul went trudging down coHell; 
And when it there arriv’d, juft atthe Entry, 
He found a Maftiff Devil ftanding Centry, 
With flaming Eyes,,and Face as black as Soor, ? i 
A Mufqueteer with a great Cloven Foot. — 
And who goes there ? ——1, a poor Papilt Ghoft, | 
Am come to dwell upon the Stygian Coatt. & 
Stay where youare, and do not prefs fo hard, ° & 
For I muft cal] the Captain of the Guard ; 
He gave me Orders to let none come in, 
But only fuch as fhould have leave from him. 
The Captain call’d, accordingly came forth, 
A Devil of Incegrity and Worth: 
He ask'd the Ghoft, with a great Voice, as loud 
As mighty Thunder breaking froma Cloud, | 
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What was the bufinefs? Sir, I’m come to dwell, 
If you will pleafe to give me leave, in Hell. 

Damn you for a Whorefon Dog, faid he to him, 
I love my Mafter, and you fha’nt come in: 

For if above you eat your God, I fear, 

Should you come in you'd eat the Devil here. 


a 


The Robber robb'd. 


Certain Prieft had hoarded up 
A Mafs of fecret Gold; 
And where he might beftow it fafe, 
He knew not to be bold. 


ote ae 


At laft it came into his Thought 
To lock it in a Cheft 5 
Within the Chancel, and he wrote 

Thereon, Hic Deus eff. 


A merry Grig, whofe greedy Mind 
Did long for fuch a Prey, 

Refpecting not the facred Words 
That on the Casket lay; 


Took out the Gold, and blotting out 
The Prieft’s Infcript thereon, °° 

Wrote, Refarrexit, non eft hic: 

Your God is rofe and gone. 
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PARADOX. 


That Ambition, or the Defire of Rule and 
Superiority is a Virtue. 


a HIS is a Trath fo certain, and fo clear, 

That to the firft-born Man it did appear. 

Did not the mighty Heir, the noble Cas, 

By the frefh Laws of Nature taught, difdain 

That, tho. a Brother, any one fhould be 

A greater Favourite to God than he ? 

He ftruck him down; And fo, {aid he, fo fell 

The Sheep, which thou didft facrifice fo well. 

Since all the fulleft Sheaves that I could bring, 

Since all were blafted in the Offering ; 

Left God fhould my next Victim too defpife, 

The acceptable Prieft [Pll facrifice. | 

Hence Coward Fears: for the firft Blood fo {pilt, 

Asa Reward, he the firft City builr. 

°Twas a Beginning generous and high, 

Fit for a Grand-Child of the Deity. 

So well advanc’d, ’twas pity there he ftay'd 5. 

One ftep of Glory more he fhould have made, 

And to the utmoft bounds of Greatnefs gone; 

Had Mees too been kill’d, he might have reign’d 
alone. 

One Brother’s Death what do I mean to name ? 

A {mall Oblation to Revenge and Fame : 

The mighty-foul’d Abimelech, to thew } 

»,What for high Place a higher Spirit can do, ¢ 

~-Almoft a Hecatomb of Brothers flew. 
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And feventy times in neareft Blood he dy’d 

(To make it hold.) his Royal Purple Pride. 
Why do I name the .Lordly Creature Man ? 
The weak, the mild, the coward Woman can, 
When to.a Crown fhe cuts her facred way, 

All that oppofe with Manlike Courage flay. 

So Athaliah, when fhe faw her Son, 

And with his Life her dearer Greatnefs gone, 
With a Majeftick Fury flaughter’d all, 

Whom high Birth might to high Pretences call. 
Since he ‘was dead, who all her Power fultain’d, 
Refolv’d to reign alone : Refolw’d and reign’d. 
In vain her Sex, in vain the Laws withftood, 

In vain the facred Plea of Davia’s Blood. 

A noble and a bold Contention fhe 

(One Woman) undertook with Deftiny : 

She to pluck down, Deftiny to uphold 

( Oblig’d by holy Oracles of old ) 

The great Feffean Raceon Fudah’s Throne, 
Till "twas at laft an equal Wager grown, 
Scarce Fate, with much ado, the better got by one. 
‘Tell me not fhe her felf at laft was flain ; 

Did fhe not firft feven years, a Life-time reign ? 
Seven Royal Years toa publick Spirit-will feem 
More than the private Life of a Adethufalem, 
*Tis God-like to be great; and:as they fay, 

A thoufand Years to God are but a’ Days 

So to a Man, when once a Crown he wears, 

The Coronation Day’s more than a thoufand Years. 
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BRUTUVS. 
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BRUTU'S. 


tT} 
Wr Xcellent Brutus! of all Human Race 
The beft, til} Nature was improv?d by Grace: 
Till Faith above themfelves had rais’d Men more, 
Than Reafon above Bealts before. 
Virtue was thy Life's Centre, and from thence 
Did filently and conftantly. difpenfe 
_ Lhe gentle, vigorous. Influence 
To all the wide and fair Circumference ; 
’ And all the Parts upon it lean’d notceafily, 
Obey’d the mighty Force fo willingly, 
That none could difcord or diforder fee, 
In all their Contrariety. 
Each had his Motion nat’ral and _ free, 
And the whole .no more movd,. than the whole 
(World could be, 
“p : 
From thy ftrict Rule fome think that thou didf 
(Miftaken honeft Men) in Cefar’s Blood: ‘(fwerve 
What Mercy could the Tyrant’s Life deferve 
From him, who kiil’d himfelf rather.than ferve ? 
Thderoick Exaltations of the Good 
Are fo far from b’ing underftood, 
We count them Vice. Alas! our fight’s fo ill, 
That things which fwifteft move,feem to ftand ftill, 
We look not upon Virtue in her height, 
On her fupreme Idea brave and bright, 
In thoriginal Light. 
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But as her Beams reflected pafs 
Thro’ our own Nature, or iil Cuftom’s Glafs ; 
And ’tis no wonder fo, 
If with dejected Eye, 
In ftanding Pools we feek. the Sky, 
That Stars fo high above fhould feem to us below. 


3 
Can we ftand' by and fee 
Our Mother robb’d, and bound, and ravift’d be, 
Yet not to her Affiftance ftir, 
Pleas’d with the Strength and Beauty of the Ra- 
Or fhall we fear to kill him, if before ( vifher ? 
The cancell’d Name of Friend he bore ? 
Ingrateful Brutus do they call? 
Ingrateful Cefar, who could Rome enthrall! 
An A& more barbarous and unnatural, 
(in th’exaét Ballance of true Virtue try d ) 
Than his Succeflor ‘2Vero’s Parricide. 
There’s none but Brutus could deferve, 
That all Men elfe fhould with to. ferve ; 
And Cafar’s ufarp’d Place to him fhould proffer, 
Wone can deferve’t but-he who would’ refofe the 
4. ( Offer. 
Wl Fate aflum’d a Body thee taffright, 
And wrapt it felf ?ch’ Terrors of the Night; 
VI}: meet thee at Philippi, faid the Spright: 
Il] meet thee there, faidft thou, 
With fuch a Voice, and fuch a Brow, 
As put the trembling Ghoft to fudden flight : 
It vanifh’d as a Taper’s Light 
Goes out, when Spirits appear in fight : 
One would have thought ’thad heard the Morning 
Or feen her well appointed Star (Crow; 
Come marching up the Eaftern Hilf afar. . 
Nor darft it in Philipps Field ‘appear, 
ut unfeen attack’d thee there, 
| Had 
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Had it prefum’d inany fhape thee t?oppofe, 

Thou would’ft have forc’d it back upon thy Foes: 
Or flain’t-like-Cefar, tho, it be 

A Conqueror and a Monarch mightier far than he. 


5s ie 
What Joy can human things to us afford, 
When we fee perifh thus, by odd Events, 
Il] Men and wretched Accidents, 
The beft Caufe and belt Man: that ever drew a 
When we fee | © (Sword ? 
The falfe Offavins, and wild Anthony, 
God-like Brutus, conquer thee ? 
What can we fay but thy own Tragick Word 5 
That Virtue, which had worfhip’d been by thee, 
As the moft Good, and greateft Deity, 
By this fatal Proof became 
An Idol only, and a Name? 
Hold, noble Brutw, and reftrain 
The bold Voice of thy generous Difdain; 
Thefe mighty Guiphs are yet 
Too deep for all thy Judgment, and thy Wit. 
The Time’s fet forth already which fhall quell 
Stiff Reafon, when it offers to rebel 5 
Which thefe great Secrets fhall unfeal, 
And new Philofophies reveal. 
A few years more, fo foon hadft thon not dy’d, 
Would have confounded human Virtue’s Pride, 
And fhewn thee a GOD crucify’d. 


10 P OEMS. on 


8 os Rh 
In-Anfwer to the former. 


1. 
: LS faid, that Favourite Mankind 
Was made the Lord: of all below ; 

But yet the doubtful are concern’d to find ; 
Tis only one Man.tells another. fo. 

And for this vaft Dominion here, 

Which, over other Beafts we claim, 
Reafon our beft Credential does appear, 

By which indeed we domineer : 
But how abfurdly we may fee with fhame ; 
Reafon that folemn Trifle! light as Air ! 
Mov’d with each Blaft of Cenfure or Applaufe ; 

By partial Love away tis: blown, 
Or the leaft Prejudice can Weigh it down: 
Thus our high Privilege becomes our Snare. 

In any niceand weighty Caufe 
How wavering are the wifelt! yet the Grave 
Impofe on that {mall Judgment which we have. 


2: 

In Works of Fame, whofe Names have fpread fo 
And ev’nthe Force of Timedefy’d, (wide, 
Some Failings yet may be decry’d; 

Among the reft with wonder be it told, 

That Brutus is ador'd for Cefar’s Death 5 

By which he ftill furvives inFame’s immortal Breath. 

Brutus! evn he of all the reft, 

In whom we fhould that Deed the moft deteft, 

Is of Mankind efteem’d the beft ! 


AS 
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As Snow defcending from fome lofty Hitl 

Is by its rolling courfe augmenting {till, 

So from illuftrious Authors down has roll’d 
Till now, that Rev’rence he receiv’d of old : 
Still ev’ry Age adds a profound Efteem, ai 
And guild their Eloquence with Praife of him. 1 
But Truth unveil’d, like a bright Sun appears, | 
To fhine away thisHeap of feventeen hundred years. | 


; 3. 
In vain *tis urg’d by an illuftrious Wit, 
To whom I otherwife fubmit, 
That Cxfar’s Life no Pity could deferve 
From one who killa himfilf rather than ferve. 
Had Brutus chofe rather himfelf to flay, 
Than any Mafter to obey, 
Happy for Rome had been that noble Pride! 
~ The World had then remain’d in Peace, and only 
( Brutss dy’d : 
For he, whofe Virtue would difdain to own 
Subjection to a Tyrant’s Frown, 
And his own Life had rather end, 
Would fure much rather kill himfelf, than only 
( hort his Friend. 
To his own Sword in the Phslippian Field, | 
Brutus indeed at laft did yield; / 
But in thofe times fuch Actions were not rare, 
And then proceeded only from Defpair ; 
Elfe he perhaps had chofe to live 
In hopes another Cefar would forgive : 
That fo he might for publick Good once more 
Confpire againft a Life, which had fpar’d his before. 


4. 

Our Country claims indeed our chiefeft Care, 

And in our Thoughts deferves the tender’ft fhare. 

Her to a thonfand Friends we fhould prefer, — 
But not betray ’em, tho it be for her. 


Hard 
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Hard is his Heart whom no Defert can move, 
A Wife, a Miftrefs, or a Friend.to love 
Above whate’er he does befides enjoy : 
But may he for their fakes his Sire, or Sons deftroy ? 
Sacred be all the Ties of. publick Good, 
Wetoour Country owe our deareft Blood : 
To fuffer in her Service were a Blifs, 
And ey’n to fall, the nobleft Fate that is. 
So brave a Death, tho in Youth's early Bloom, 
Is above all the longeft Life to come; 
But ’tis not furely of fo great Renown, 
To take another’s, as to. lofe our own. 
Of all that’s ours, we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to Friendfhip, O! ’tis Sacrilege 
$- ( to touch. 
Can we fand by unmov'd, and fee 
Qur Mother robb'd and ravifl’d? Can we be 
Excusd, if ia her Caufe we never ftir; 
Pleas'd with the Strength and Beauty of the Ravifher ? 
Thus fings our Bard with almoft Heat Divine : 
°Tis pity that his Thought was not as ftrong as 
Would it more juftly didthe Cafe exprefs; (fine: 
Or that its Beauty, and its Grace were lefs. 
( Thus a loofe Nymph fometimes we {ee, 
Who fo charming feems. to be, 
That, jealous of a foft Surprize, 
We.{carce dare truft our eager Eyes. ) 
So dangerous.an Ambuth to efcape, 
We fhall not plead a willing Rape. 
A valiant Son would be provok’d the more ; 
A Forcewe therefore muft confefs, but aéted long 
A. Marriage fince did intervene. (before. 
With all the folemn, and thefacred Scene s 
Loud .was. the. Hysevaan. Song, : 
The violated,* Dame walk’d fmilingly along : 


And 
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And in the midft of the moft facred Dance, fs 
As if enamour’d of his Sight, HE 
Often fhe caft a kind admiring Glance 
On the bold Strugler for Delight : a, 
Who afterwards appear'd fo moderate and cool, ne 
As if for publick Good alone he fo afpir’d to rule. 
6 | 


But O! that this were all the Mufe could urge 

Againft a Roman of fo great a Soul! 

And that fair Truth permitted us to purge 
His Fa& of what appears fo foul! 

Friendfhip! that facred and fublimeft thing ! 

The nobleft Quality, and chiefeft Good ! 
(Inthis bafe Age {Carceunderftcod) 
Infpires us with unufual warmth its injur’d Rights 

| (to fing. 
Affift, ye Angels, whofe immortal Blifs, | 
Tho more refin’d, chiefly confifts in this. 
How plainly your bright Thoughts to one another 
O! how youall'agree in Harmony Divine! (thine! 
The courfe of mutual Love with equal Zeal you run: 
A courfe as far from any end, as whenat firft begun. 
You faw, and {mild at this moft wretched Pair, 
Who did betwixt them both fo many Virtues fhare. 
Some which belong to Peace, and fome to Strife, 
Thofe. of a calm and of an active Life, 
That all the Excellence of Human Kind 
Concur’d to make of both but one united Mind. 
Which Friendfhip did fo faft and clofely biad, 
Not the leaft Cement could appear by which their 
(Souls were join’d. 
‘That Tie which holds our mortal Frame, 
Which poor unknowing We a Soul and Body name, if 
Seems. not a Compoficion more Divine, al 
Or more abftrufe than all that does in Friendfhip. | 
€ thine. 
From 
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From mighty. Cefar’s boundlefs Grace 
Brutus indeed his Life receiv’d 3 
But Obligations, tho fo great believ’d, 
We count but flight in fucha cafe, 
Where Friendthip fo pofleffes all the Place’: 
There is no room for Gratitude ; fince he 
Who fo obliges ismore pleas’d than his fav’d Friend 
Juft inthe midft of all this noble Heat, (can be. 
While their great Hearts did both fo kindly. beat, 
That it amaz’d the lookers-on, 
And forc’d: them to fufpect a * Rather and.a Son 
( Yet’ here ev’n Nature’s felf did feem to be-out- 
From fucha Friendship unprovok’d to-fall. Fdone) 
Is Crime enongh; But.O ! chat fucha Crime were ail, 
W hich does, with too much cabfe, ungrateful Bru 
8, | (tvs call. 
He calmly: laid. a long Defign © 
Againft his beft and, deareft Friend, 
Did adl-bis Gare and-Credit bend 
To fpitit others.up to work his barbarous End, 
Himfelf the.Centre where they all did join; 
Cefar meantime,.fearlefs, and fond-of him, 
Was as indultrious all the while 
To give fuch ample, Marks.of, his. Efteem, 
"As made: the pravelt. Romans {mile 
To fee with how. much eafe Love can the wife be- 
For he, whom.Bratws deem*dtobleed, (guile. 
Did, fetting his own Race afide, 
No leis a thing, for him provide, 
Than co the,World’s great Empire to fucceed. 
Which we-are bound in juftice to. allow, 
Is all-fuficient Proof to fhow, 
That Brutw did not trike for his own fake 3 
And if, alas! he fail’d,.’ewas. only by mniftake. 


bo natn on penne 


* Calat was 4s [ulpecled to have begotten Brutus. 
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A Preparative'to Study? Or, the Virtue of 
Sack... Written wn .the Tear1 6.44. 


Etch me Ben Fohufons Scull, afd:fill’t. with Sack, | 
Rich as thefame.he drank; when all the pack. 
Of jolly Sifters:pledg’d, and did) agree, 
It was no Sin to: be.as drank as heyy 
If there be any Weaknefs in the Wine, 
There’s Virtue.in the Cup to. make’t Divine. 
This muddy drench of. Ale does taftetoo much | 
Of Earth, the Malt rétains-a fcarvy touch 
Of the dull Biad that fow'd i it, and I fear 
There’s Herefy ia Hops; sive Calvin Beer, 
And his precife Difciples, fuch as think 
There’s Powder Wrealon in all Spanifh Drink, 
Call Sack an Idol, we will kifs the Gup, 
For feat their Gonventicle be blown-up | 
With Superttitions away with Brew-houfe Alanis, 
Whofe beft Mirthas Six-thilling Beer and|Plalms. 
Let me rejoice in Aprightl y Sack, that, can 
Create a Brain ev'n\inean empty, Pan. 
Canary ' it is thou; thar doft: infpire 
And actuate the: Soul with Heavenly Fire. 
Thou that fublim’ft the Genius, mak’ft the Wit, 
Scorn Earth, and ‘fuch-as ‘love, or live by.it ; 
Thou mak’ft us Lords of, Regions large and fair, 
While our pleas’d Ehoughts build Caftles inthe 
Since Fire, Earth, Air; thus thy [nferiors be, (Air, 
Henceforth Pll kaow no: Elements but thee, 
Welcom thou Juice:Divine! Mankind’s delight : 
By thee my gladfom-Mufe:begins her Flight : . 
I would not leaverthee, Sack, to be with, fove, | | 4 
His Neétar is but feign’d, bus I, bleft I, do prove ae 
y » 
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Thy more eflential Worth: Iam methinks 
Inthe Exchequer now, hark how it chinks: 

1. now efteem. my venerable Self 

As brave.a Fellow as if all that Pelf 

Were fure mine own, ‘and I have thought a way 
Already how to fpend it, I would pay 

No Debts,’ but fairly empty every Trunk 

And change the Gold’ forSack to keep medrunk, 


‘To keep me drunk, until Spain's gen’rous Wine 


So feiz’d my Grown, that th’/ndies too were mine: 
And when.my Brains are onceafloat ( Heav’niblefs 
I think my felf a’ better Man than Crafwm. us) 
I fancy now-my felf to be a Judg, 
And coughing, laugh, to fee the Clients trudg 
After my Lordfhip’s Coach unto the Hall 
For Juftice, and am full.of Law withal, 
And do become the Bench as well as he 
That fled of late for want of: Honefty. 
But I'll be Judg no longer, tho in jef, 
For fear I fhowld be talk’d with like the reff. 
When I am fober, who can chufe bur think 
Me wife,/that: am fo wary in my Drink ? 
O admirable Sack! here’s dainty Sport; 
I am come back from Weftminfter'to Court, 
And am grown young again, my Phtyfick now 
Hath left: mej ‘and»my Judges graver Brow 
1s fmooth’d,; and I turn’d amorous as AZay, 
When fhe'invites young Lovers forth to.play 
Upon het flowry Bofom ; 1 could win 
A Veftal How, or tempt a Saint to fin. 
O, for-a feore of Queens! youd laugh to fee 
How they would ftrive, which firft fhould ravith me. 
Three Goddefles were nothing» Sack hastipt 
My Tongue with Charms like thofe which Paris fipt 
From Venss, when fhe taught him how to kis 
Fair Helen, and invite’ a farther Bhis.. es 

, line 
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Mine is Canary-Rhetorick,, that alone 

Would turn Dsanzato.a burning Stone, | 

Stone with Amazement burning with Love’s Fire, 

Hard to the touch, buc fhort in her defire. ; 

Ineftimable Sack ! thou mak?ft us rich, 

Wife, amorous, any thing; I have an itch 

Tot’other Cup, and that perchance will make 

Me valiant too, and quarrel for thy fake. 

If I be once inflam’d againft thy Foes, 

That would, preach down thy Worth in Small-beer 
( Profe, 

I thall do. Miracles, as bad or worfe, 

Than he that gave the King a hundred Horfe: 

I’m in the North already 3. Lafley’s dead, 

He that would rife, carry the King his Head, 

And tell him (if he ask, who kill’d the Scot }) 

I knock’d his Brains out with a pottle Pot. 

Out ye rebellious Vipers, I’m come back 

From thence again, becaufe there’s no good Sack : 

T’other odd Cup, and I fhall be prepar’d 

To {natch at Stars, and pluck down a Reward 

With my own Hands from ove upon their Back, 

That are, or Charles his Foes, or Foes to Sack. 

Let it be full, and if I chance to fpill, 

Over my Standifh by the way, I will, 

Dipping in this Diviner Ink my Pen, 

Write my felf fober, and fall to’t agen. 
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org Sere se Ee 


ODE. 
Written foon after O. Cromwel’s Death. 


Yi ® 
Urft be the Man! (What do I wifh? as tho 
The Wretch already were not fo) » 
But curft on let bim be, who thinks it brave 
And great, his Country to enilave ; 
Who feeks. to overpoife alone’ 
The Ballance of a Nation, 
Againft the whole but naked State , 
Who in his own light Scale makes up with Arms 
(the Weight. 


Who of his Nation loves to be the firft, 
Tho. at the rate of being ‘worft. 
Who. would be rather a great Monfter, than 
A well-proportion’d Man: 
The Son of Earth with hundred Hands 
Upon his three-pil’d Mountain ftands, 
Till Thunder ftrikes him from the Sky; 
The Son of Earth again in his Earth’s Womb 
(does lie. 


=e 
What Blood, Confufion, Ruin, to obtain 
A short and miferable Reign ? 
In-what-oblique-and--humble. creeping . wife 
Does the mifchievous Serpent rife ¢ 
But ey'n his forked Tongue ftrikes dead ; 
When he’as rear’d up his wicked Head: 
fe murders with his mortal Frown, 
A Bafilisk he grows, if Once hegets a Crown? — 
te 
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4. 
But no Guards can oppofe aflaulting Ears, | 
Or undermining Tears: | Ki 
No more than Doors, or clofe-drawn Curtains keep | 
The {warming Dreams out when we fleep. 
That bloody Confcience too of his, 
(For O! a Rebel-Redcoat "tis } 
Does here his early Hell begin : 
He fees his Slaves without, his Tyrant feels within. 


ak 
Let, gracious God, let never more thy Hand 
Lift up this Rod againft.our Land. 
A Tyrant is a Rod and Serpent too, 
And brings worfe Plagues than Egypt knew. 
What Rivers ftain’d with Blood have been ? 
What Storm and Hailfhot have we feen ? 
What Sores deform’d th’ulcerous State ? 
What Darknefs to be felt has bury’d us of late? 


6. 
How has it f{natch’d our Flocks and Herds away ? el 
And even made our Sons a Prey ? 2 
What croaking Sects and Vermin has it fent 
The reftlefs Nation to torment ? 
What greedy Troops, what armed Pow’r: ‘ 
Of Flies and Locufts, to devour 
The Land, which e’ery where they fill’? °~ 
Nor fly they, Lord, away: no, they devour it fill. 


6. 
Come th’eleventh Plague rather than this fhould be: it 
Come fink us rather in the Sea; | | 
Come rather Peftilence, and reap us down: 
Come God’s Sword rather than ovr own : 
C2 Let 
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Let rather Roman come again, 

Ox Saxon, Norman, or the Dane: 

In all the Bonds we ever bore, 
We griev’d, wefigh d, we wept; we never blufh'd 

(before. 

If by our Sins the Divine. Juftice be 

Call’d to this lait Extremity, 
Let: fome denouncing fonas firft be fent, 

To try if England can repent. 

Methinks, at leait, fome Prodigy, 

Séme dreadful Comet from on high, 

Should terribly forewarn the Earth, : 
Asof good Princes Deaths, fo of a Tyrant’s Birth. 


Fe Se a aa wien eet ene 


A Dialogue between to Zealots, upon the 
Ec cxtera in the Oath. 


IR Rogers. from a zealous piece of, Freeze, 
Rais’d to.a Vicaridg of the Childrens Threes : 
Whole, yearly Audit may by trict account 
To twenty Nobles, and his Vails amount ; 
Fed on the Common of the Female Charity, 
Until the Scots can bring about their Parity ; 
So fhotten, that his Soul, like to himfelf, 
Walks but in Querpo: This fame Clergy Elf, 
Encount’ring with a Brother of the Cloth, 
Fell prefently to cudgels with the Oath. 
The Quarrel was a {trange mifhapen Montter, 
Et catera (God blefs us). which they confter 
The Brand upon.the Buttock of the Beaft , 
Fhe Dragon’s. Tail ty’d to a Knots a Neit 
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Of young Apocrypha’s , the Fathion 

Of a new mental Refervation. 
While Roger thus divides the Text ; the other 

Winks and expounds, faying : My pious Brother, 

Hearken with Rev’rence; for the Point is nice, 

Inever read on't, but I fafted twice : 

And fo by Revelation know it better, 

Than all the Jearn’d Idolaters o'th’ Letter. 

With that he {well’d, and fell upon the Theme, 

Like great Goliah, with his Weaver’s Beam. 

I fay tothee, Es catera, thou ly’ft, 

Thou art the curled Lock of Antichrift. 

Rubbifh of Babel! for who will not fay, 

Tongues are confounded in Et cetera? 

Who {wears &c. {wears more Oaths at once, 

Than Cerberus gut of his triple Sconce. 

-Who views it well, with the fame Eye beholds 
The old falfe Serpent in his num’rous Folds, 
Accurft. Et cetera! Now, now I {cent 
What the prodigious bloody Oy{ters meant. 

O Becker! Becker! How cam’ft thou to lack 

This Friend in thy prophetick Almanack ? 

?Tis the dark Vault, wherein the Infernal Plot 

Of Powder ’gainft the State was firft begot. 

Perufe the Oath, and you fhall foon defcry it, 

By all the Father Garnets that {tand by it. 

*Gainft whom the Church(whereof I ama Member) 
Shall keep another Fifth day of November. 

Yet here’s nocall: Icannot half untrufs 

Et cetera, ’tis fo abdominous. 

The Trojan Nag was not fo fully lin’d : 

Unrip Et cetera, and you fhall find 

Og the great Commiflary, and (what’s yet worfe) 
Th’ Apparitor upon his skew-baid Horfe. 
Then, finally, my Babes of Grace, forbear ; 
Et catera will be too far to {wear ; 


G5 For 
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For ‘tis (to {peak in a familiar ftile) 
A York-fhire Weabit, longer than a Mile. 
Here Roger was infpir’d, and by God’s Diggers, 

He’d fwear in Words at length, and not in Figures. 
Now by this Drink, which he takes off, as loth 
To leave &c. in his liquid Oath, 

Ait His Brother pledg’d him, and that bloody Wine, 

i He {wears, fhali feal the Synod’s Catsline. 

. So they drunk on, not offering to part, 
Till they had fworn out the eleventh Quart. 
While all that faw and heard them, jointly pray, 
They and their Tribe were all Et catera, 


Smeétymnuus, or the (lub-Divines. 


Gee * the Goblin makes me ftart : 

Vth’ name of Rabbi Abraham, What art? 

Some Conjurer tranflate, and let me know it, 

Till then ’tis fit for a Weft-Saxon Poet. 

But do the Brotherhood thus play their Prizes, 

Like Mummers in Religion, with Difguifes ? 

Out-brave us with a Name in Rank and File? 

A Name,whichif’twere train’d would fpreadaMile. 

The Saints Monopoly, the Zealots Clufter 5 

Which like a Porcupine prefents a Mufter, 

And fhoots his Quills at Bifhops and their Sees ; 

A devout Litter of young A4acchabees. 

Thus Jack of all Trades has diftin@ly fhown 

The twelve Apoftles in a Cherry- ftone. 

| , Next Starbridg-Fair is Smec’s: forlo! his Side 

Et Hi Into a five-fold Lazar’s multiply’d. © 

1) Under each Arm there’s tack’d a double Gizard, 

yl Five Faces lurk under one fingle Vizard. “ti 
6 
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The Whore of Babylon left thefe Brats behind, 
Heirs of Confufion by Gavelkind. 

Like a Scots Mark, where the more modeft fenfe 

Checks the loud Praife, and fhrinks to 13..Pence ; 
Like toan Ign Fatuws, whofe Flame, 
Tho fome times tripartite, joins. in the fame - 
Liketo nine Taylors, who, if rightly fpell’d, 
Into one Man are monofyllabled : 
Short-handed Zeal in one hath cramped many, 
Like to the Decalogue in a fingle Peany. 

The Saddacees would raife a Queftion, 

Who hhall be Smee at the Refurrection ? 

Who coop’d them up together, were to blame ; 
Hadithey but wire-drawn and fpun ont the Name, 
’Twould make another Prentices Petition 
Againft the Bifhops and their Superitition. 

-Some Welfhman was his Godfather; for he 
Wears in his Name his Genealogy. 

The Banesare ask’d,would but the Times give way, 
Between Smediymnuus and Et catera. 

The Guefts, invited by a Friendly Summons, 
Should be the Convocation and the Commons. 
The Prieft to tie the Foxes Tails together, 
Mofely, or Sanita Clara, chufe you whether. 
Thus might Religions caterwaul, and Spight, 
Which ufes to divorce, might once unite. 

But their crofs Fortunes interdict their Trade ; 
The Groomis rampant, but the Bride is fpay’d. 

I could by Letters now untwift the Rabble ; 
Whip Smec from Conftable to Conftable. 

But there I leave you to another drefling 5 
Only kneel down, and take your Father’s Blefling. 

May the Queen Mother juftifie your Fears, 

And ftretch her Patent to your Leathern Ears. 


C 4 Epitaph 
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Epitaph on the Earl of Strafford. 


VYEre lies Wife and Valiant Duft, 
S. A Huddied up ’twixt Fic and Fuf : 
Strafford, who was burried hence 
“Twixt Treafon and Convenience, 
He {pent his Time here in a Mift, 
A Papilt, yet a Calviniff. 
His Prince’s neareft Joy and Grief 
He had, yet wanted all Relief. 
The Prop and Ruin of the State, 
The Peoples violent Love and Hate. 
One in Extreams lov’d and abhorr’d : 
Riddles lie here, andin a word, 
Here lies Blood, and letit lie 
Speechlefs till, and never cry. 


os 


On the Death of K. Charles the Fir ft. 


Ga Good! and Juft! Could I but rate 
s My Griefs, and thy too rigid Fate, 

Vd weep the World to fuch aStrain, 

As it fhould deluge once again. 
But fince thy loud-tongw’d Blood demands Supplies 
More from Briarews Hands, than irgua Eyes, 
Pil fing thy Obfequies with Trumpet-founds, 
And write thy Epitaph with Blood and Wounds. 


MONTROSE. 


Written with the Point of his pclae 
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A Lenten Litany. 


Rom Villany drefs’d in a Doublet of Zeal, 
” From 3 Kingdoms bak’d in one Commonweal, 
From a Gleek of Lord Keepers of one poor Seal. 
Libera nos Domine. 
From a Chancery Writ, and a Whip, and a Bell, 
From a Juftice of Peace that nevercould fpell s 
From Colonel P and the Vicar of Hell, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From Neats-feet without Socks, and 3 penny Pies ; 
From a new-(prong Light that will put out Mens 
k ( Eyes 5 
From Goldfmiths-hall, the Devil and Excife, 
’ Libera nos, &c. 
From two hours Talk without one word of Senfe; 
From Liberty ftillin the Future Tenfe ; 
From a Parliament long-wafted Confcience, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From copped CrownT enent pick’d up by a Brother; 
From damnable Members, and Fits of the Mother 5 
From Ears like Oyfters, that grin at each other, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From a Preacher in Buffand a Quarterftaff Steeple 5 
From th’ unlimited Sov’reign Pow’r of the People ; 
From q Kingdom that crawls on its Knees like 4 
Cripple, | 


Libera nos, &c. 
From a Vinegar Prieft ona Crabtree Stock ; 
From a fodd’ring of Pray’rs 4 hours by the Clock; 
From a holy Sifter with a pitiful Smock, 
7 Libera nos, &C. 
From 
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From a hunger-ftarv’d Sequeftrator’s Maw ; 
From Revelations & Vifions that never Man faw ; 
From Religion without either Gofpel or Law, 
Libera nos, &c. 
| From the Nick and Froth of a Penny- pot Houfe ; 
| From the Fiddle and Crofs, & a great Scots Lowfe ; 
t From Committees that chop up a Man like a Monfe, 
Hii Libera nos, &c. 
From broken Shins, and the Blood of a Martyr; 
From the Titles of Lords,& Knights of the Garter; 
From the Teeth of mad Dogs,and a Country Man’s 
Quarter, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From the Publick Faitb, and an Egg and Butter ; 
From the Jrz/b Purchafes, and all their clutter ; 
From Omega’s Nofe when he fettles to fputter, 
Libzra nos, &c, 
From the Zeal of old Harry lockt up witha Whore, 
From waiting with Plaints at the Parliament door ; 
From the death of a King without why or wherfore, 
Libera nos, &c, 
From the French Difeafe, and the Puritan Fry ; 
From fuch as ne’er {wear, but devoutly can lie ; 
From cutting of Capers full three {tories high, 
Libera nos, &c. 
: From painted Glafs, and idolatrous Cringes ; 
From a Presbyter’s Oath that turns upon Hinges ; 
From Weftminfter Jews with Levitical Fringes, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From all that is faid, and a thoufand times more ; 
Vs: From a Saint and his Charity unto the Poor; 
From the Plagues that are kept for a Rebelin ffore, 
Libera nos, &c. 


That 
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That it may pleafe thee to aflift 
Our Agitators, and their Lift, 
And hemp them witha gentle Twift, 
Ouefumus te, &c. 
That it may pleafe thee to fuppofe, 
Our Actions are as good as thofe 
That gull the People thro the Nofe, 
Quafumus te, &c. 
That it may pleafe thee here to enter, 
And fix the rumbling of our Center, 
For we live all at peradventure, 
Quelumus te, Ke. 
That it may pleafe thee to unite 
The Flefh and Bones unto the Sprite, 
Elfe Faith and Literature good-night, 
Quafumus te, &c. 
That it may pleafe thee, O that we 
May each Man know his Pedigree, 
And fave that Plague of Heraldry, 
Quafumuste, &c. 
That it may pleafe thee, ineach Shire, 
Cities of Refuge, Lord, to rear, 
That failing Brethren may know where, 
Quafumus te, &e. 
That it may pleafe thee to abhor us, 
Or any fuch dear Favour for us, 
That thus has wrought thy Peoples Sorrows, 
Quafumus te, &c: 
That it may pleafe thee to embrace, 
Our Days of Thanks and Fafting Face, 
For robbing of thy Holy Place, 
Onefumus te, &c. 
That it may pleafe thee to adjourn 
The Day of Judgment, left we burn 3 
For, lo! ik is not for our turn, i 
Quafumas te, &Ce 
That 
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That it may pleafe thee, to admit 
A clofe Committee there to fit ; 
No Devil'toa Human Wit, , 
: Onafumus te, 8c. 
Yhat it may pleafe thee to difpenfe 
A little for convenience : 
t Or let us play upon the fenfe, 
(ay Duafumus te, &c. 
mia] That. it may pleafe thee toembaim 
The Saints in Robin Wifdom’s Pfalm, 
And make them mufical,and calm, 
Quafamus te, &c. 
That it may pleafe thee, fince there’s doubt, 
Satan. cannot throw Satan out, 
Unite us, and the Highland Rout, 
OQuafumus te, bec. 


deememasuninreasperenaquerenar Se 


To the King.” 
On his Majefty’s happy Reftauration. 


HE rifing Sun complies with our weak fight, 
Firft guilds the Clouds, then fhews his Globe 
(of Light, 
At fuch a diftance from our Eyes, as tho 
| He knew what harm his hafty Beams would do: 
Bus your full Majefty at once breaks forth 
In the Meridian of your Reign 5 your Worth, 
Your Youth, and all the Splendor of your State 
Wrapt up, till now, in adverfe Clouds of Fate, 
With fuch a flood of Light invade our Eyes, 
And our {pread: Hearts with fo great Joy-furprize ; 
oe That if your Grace incline that we fhould live, 
ai) Yon muftnot, $1R, too haftily forgive. 


Our 
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Our Guilt preferves us from th’ Excefs of Joy, 
Which fcatters Spirits, or would elfe deftroy. 
All are obnoxious, and this faulty Land, 
Like fainting Heffer, does before you ftand, 
Watching your Scepters the revolted Sea 
Trembles to think fhe did your Foes obey. 
Great Britain, like blind Polypbeme, of late, 
Ina wild rage, became the Scorn and Hate 
Of her proud Neighbours, who began to think, 
She with the weight of her own Force would fink, 
But You are come, and all their Hopes are vain, 
This Giant Ifle has got her Eye agaia. 
Now fhe might {pare the Ocean, ‘and oppofe 
Your Conduct tothe fierceft of her Foes. 
Naked, the Graces guarded You from all 
~' Dangers abroad, and now your Thunder hail. 
Princes, that faw You, diffrent Paflions prove, 
For now they dread the Object of their Love ; 
Nor without Envy can behold his Height, 
Whofe Converfation was their late Delight. 
So Semele contented with the Rape 
Of Fwpiter, difguis’d in mortal {hape, 
When fhe beheld his hands with Lightning fill’d, 
And his bright Rays, was with amazement kill’d. 
And tho it be our Sorrow and oar Crime, 
To have accepted Life fo long atime 
Without you here, yet does this‘Abfence gain 
No {mall advantage to your prefent Reign : 
For having view'd the Perfons andthe Things, 
The Councils, State and Strength'of Europe’s Kings, 
You know your Work, Ambition to reftrain, 
And fet them Bounds, as Heav’n does to the Main. 


We have you now with ruling Wifdom fraught, 
Not fuch as Books, put fuch as Praétice taught. 


Haar un: whileteatt | 2 Aa? 
So the loft Sun, while'lealt by us enjoy a 
Ig the whole Night for our Cancern imploy’d - 

H 
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He ripens Spices, Fruits, and.precious Gums, 
Which from remoteft Regions hither come, 
(mov’d, 
This Seat of Yours, from th>.other World re- 
Had .Archimedes known, he might.have prov'd 
His Engines Force; fix’d here, Your Power & Skill 
Makethe World’s Motion wait upon your Will. 
Much fuff'ring Monarch,,.the firft Engh born, 
That has the Crown of thefe three Nations worn ; 
How has your Patience, with the barbarous Rage 
Of your own Soil, contended half an Age? 
Till Cyour try’d Vertue, and your facred Word, 
At laft preventing your unwilling Sword) 
Armies and Fleets, which kept you out fo long, 
Own’d their great Sov’reign,, and redrefs'd_ his 
( Wrong. 
When ftrait the People, by noForce compell’d, 
Nor longer from their Inclination held, 
Break forth at once, like Powder fet on fire, 
And with a noble Rage their King require. 
So th’ injur’d Sea,which from her wonted Courfe 
To gain fome Acres, Avarice did force; 
if the new Banks, neglectedonce, decay, 
No longer willfrom her old Channel ftay : 
Raging, the late-got Land fhe overflows, 
And all that’s built npon’t to ruin. goes. 
Offenders now, the chiefelt, do begin 
To ftrive for Grace, and expiate their Sin, 
Al) Winds blow. fair, that did the World imbroil, 
Your Vipers Treacle yield, and Scorpions Oil. 
If then fuch Praife the AZacedonian got, 
For having rudely cut the Gordian Knot 5 
What Glory’s due to him, that could divide 
Such ravel’d Int’refts, has the Knot unty’d, 
And without Stroke fo {mooth a Paflage made, 
Where Craft and Malice fuch Impeachments a ? 
ut 
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But while we praife you, you afcribe it ail nin 
To his high Hand, which threw the untouch’d W all Mt 
Of felf-demolifh’d Sericho fo low : 
His Angel *twas that did before you g05 
Tam/’d favage Hearts, and made Affections yield, 
Like Ears of Corn when Wind falutes the Field. 
(ble ends, 
Thus Patience crown’d; like Job’s, your Trou- 
Having your Foes to pardon, and your Friends. 
For tho your Courage were fo firm a Rock, 
What private Vertue could endure the fhock ? 
Like your great Mafter, you the Storm withitood, 
And pity’d thofe who love with frailty fhew’d. 
Rude Judians, torturing all the Royal Race, 
Him with the Throne and dear-bought Scepter 
: ( grace, 
That foffers beft; What Region could be found, 
Where your Heroick Head had not been crown’d ? 
The next Experience of your mighty Mind 
Is how you combat Fortune, now fhe’s kind. 
And this way too you are victorious found, 
She flatters with the fame fuccefs fhe frown’d. 


While to your felf fevere, to others kind, a 
With Power unbounded, and a Will confin’d, 8 
Of this vaft Empire you poflefs the Care, Bi 
The fofter part falls to the Peoples fhare. 
Safety and equal Government, are things 
Which make the Subjects happy as their Kings. 
Faith, Law and Piety, that banifh’d Train, 
Joftice and Truth with you return again. 
~The Cities Trade, and Countries eafy Life 
Once more fhall flourifh without Fraud or Strife; 
Your Reign no lefs aflures the Plowman’s Peace, 
Than the warm Sun advances his Encreafe : eh | 
And does the Shepherds as fecurely keep | | 
From all their Fears, as they preferve their Sheep. 
But 
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But above all, the Mufe-infpir'd Train 
Triumph, and raife their drooping Heads again: 
Kind Heav’n at once has in your Perfon fent 
Their facred Judg, their Guard, and Argument. 


i ennaneneecmmnenat ee ee 


Satyr on the Scots. 


g-Ome keen Jambicks with your Badgers Feet, 

% And Badger-like, bite till your Teeth do meet 5 

Help, ye tart Satyrifts, to imp my Rage 

With all the Scorpions that fhould whipthis Age. 

But that there’s Charmin Verfe, I would not quote 

The Name of Scot without an Antidote; 

Unlefs my Head. were red; that 1 might brew 

Invention there that might be. Poifon too. 

Were | a drowzy Judg, whofe difmal Note 

Difgorges Halters as a Jugglers Throat 

(oes: Ribbons :; Corfld I in Sir Empirick’s Tone 

Speak Pills in Phrafe, and quack. Deftruction ; 

Or roar like. Marfhal,. that. Geneva. Bull, 

Hell and Damnation, a Pulpit full: 

Yet to exprefs a Scot, to play that Prize, 

Not all thofe Mouth-Granadoes can fuffice : 

Before a Scot. can properly be curit, 

1 muft like Hocus, {wallow Daggers firlt. 

Scots are like Witches ; do but whet. your Pen, 

Scratch till the Blood comes, they ll not hurt: you 
( thene- 

Now asthe Martyrs were compell’d to take 

The Shapes of Beafts, like Hypocrites at ftake : 

Vil bait my.Scot fo, yet not cheat your Eyes ; 

A Scot, within a Beaft is no Difguife. 


No 
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No more let /reland brag, her harmlefs Nation 
Fofters no Venom fince that Scor’s Plantation ; 
Nor can our feign’d Antiquity obtain 
Since they came in, England has Wolves again. 
Nature her felf does Scotch-men Beafts confefs, 
Making their Country fuch a Wildernefs; 

A Land that brings in queftion and fufpence 

God’s Omniprefence, but that Charles came thence : 

But that A4onerofe and Crawford’s Royal Band, 

Aton’d their Sin, and chriften’d half the Land. 

Nor is it all the Nation has thefe Spots, 

There is a Church as well as Kirk of Scots: 

As in a Picture, where the. {quinting Paint 

Shews Fiend on this fide, and on that fide Saint ; 

He that faw Hell in’s melancholy Dream, 

And inthe Twilight of his Fancy’s Theme, 

Scar’d from his Sins, repented in a fright, 

Had he view'd Scotland, had turn’d Profelyte. 

A Land where one may pray with curft intent, 

O may they never fuffer Banifhment ! 

Had Cain been Scot, God would have chang’d his 
( Doom; 

Not fore’d him wander, but confin’d him home. 

Like Jews they {pread, and as Infection fly, 

As if the Devil had Ubiquity. 

Hence ’tis they live at Rovers, and defy 

This or that Place, Rags of Geography. 

They’re Citizens o’th’ World, they’re all in ail, 

Scotlana’s a Nation Epidemical. 

And yet they ramble not to learn the Mode, 

How to be dreft, or how to lifp abroad ; 

To return Knowing in the Spanifh Shrug, 

Or which of the Dutch States a double Jug 

_ Refembles moft in Belly, or in Beard, 

( The Card by which the Mariners are fteer’d ) 


D Ne! 
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>! Scots-Evrant fight, and fight to‘eat, 
Their Oftrich Stomachs make their Swords their 
( Meat. 
Nature with Scots as Footh-drawers' has dealt, 
Who ufe to ftring their Teeth upon their Belt. 
( tame 
Not Gold, nor Acts of Grace; *tis’ Steel muft 
Phe ftubborn Scot : a Prince that would reclaim 
Rebels by giéldings does like him, ‘or worfe, 
Who faddl’d his own Back to fhame ‘his Horfe. 
Was it for this you left your leaner Soil, 
Thus to lard J/rael with Egyp:?s Spoil ? 
Lord! w hat a goodly thing is want of Shirts ? 
How a Scotch Stomach, and no Meat converts ! 
They wanted Food and Rayment, fo they took 
Religion for theit Seamftrefs and their Cook. 
Unmask-them well, their Honours and Eftate, 
As well as Confcience are fophifticate. 
Shrive but their Titles, and theit Monies poile ; 
A Laird and twenty Pence, pronounc’d with noife, 
When con{tro’d, but for a plain Yeoman go, 


Anda good fober Two-pence, and well fo. 
Hence then you proud Impoftors Ss, pet you gone, 
You Pidis in’'Gentry and Dev otion ; 

You fcandal to the Stock of Verf—; a Race 
Able to bring the Gibbet in difgrace. 
Fypervolus by fuftering did tradiuce 

The OF bracilin,, and ham’d ic out of ufe. 

The adian, that Heaven did forfwear; 
Becaufe he heard fome Spaniards were there ; 


rv 


Had he but known what Scots in Gell had been, 
He would, Era ie w-like, have hung between. 
My Mufe has done. A Voyder ‘for the Norice, 
I wrong the Devil, fhould I pick the Bones. 
That Difh is his; for when the Scots ubdeat {e, 
Hell, like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles. 
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A Scot, when from the Gallows-Tree got loofe, 
Drops into Stex; and turns a Seland Goole. 


Satyr, upon. the Dutch. | Written » by 
Mr. Dryden in the Year 1662. 


S needy Gallants in the Scrivener’s Hands, — 
A Goure the rich Knaves that gripe their 
| | ( mortgag’d Lands, 
The firft fat Buck of all the Seafon’s fent, 
And Keeper takes no Fee in Compliment: 
The Dotage of fome Exglifh-men is fach, 
To fawn on thofe whoruin them, the Datch, 
They fhall have all, rather than make a War 
With thofe, who of the fame Religion are. 
The Straits, the Guiney Trade, the Herrings too; 
Nay, to keep Friendfhip,-they fhall pickle you. - 
Some are refoly'd not to find ont the Chear, 
But, Cuckold-like, love them that dothe Fear, 
What Injuries foe’er upon us fall, 
Yet ftill the fame Religion anfwers all, 
Religion-wheedled us to Civil War, 
Drew Englifh Blood, and Datch-mens now would 
Cfpare. 
Be gull’d no longer 5-for you'll find it true, 
They have no more Religion, Faith, —than you. 
Int’reft’s the God they worthip in their State, 
And we, I take it, have not much of that. 
Well Monarchies may own Religion’s Namie, 
But States are Atheifts in their very Frame. 
They fhare a Sin; and fuch Proportions fall, 
That, like a Stink, "tis nothing to them all. 


a 


pe D>. 
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Think on their Rapine, Falfhood, Cruelty, 

And that what once they were, they ftill would be: 
To one well-born th’ Affront is worfe and more, 

When he’s abus'd and baffled by a Boar. 

With an ill Grace the Dutch their Mifchiefs do ; 

They've both ill Nature, and ill Manners too. 

Well may they boaft themfelves an antient Na- 

(tion ; 

For they were bred e’er Manners were in fafhion. 

And their new Commonwealth has fet ’em free 

Only from Honour and Civility. 

Venetians do not more uncouthly ride, 

Than did their Lubber State Mankind beftride. 

Their Sway became ’em with asill a Mien, 

As their own Paunches {well above their Chin. 

Yet is their Empire no true Growth but Humour, 

And only two Kings Touch can cure the Tumour. 
As Cato did his Africk Fruits difplay ; 

Let us before our Eyes their Indies lay : 

All Loyal Englifh will like him conclude, 

Let Cefar live, and Carthage be fubdu'd. 
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Vox & Lachrymz Anglorum. 


Or, The true Englifh-man’s Complaint, bum- 
bly offer’d to the feriows Confideration of 
their Reprefentatives in Parliament at 
their next fittmg m the Year 1667. 


To the. Parliament. 


2 

“WF Hele Lines had kifs’d your Hands Ofeber laft 

But were fufpended till the time. was pait ; 
Becaufe we hop’d you were about to do 
That which this juft Complaint.excites you to, 
It is our Duty to put you in mind 
Of that great. Work which yet does lag behind, 
Our Griefs and Woes compel us loud to cry, 
And call on you for fpeedy Remedy, ae 
This was the moving Caufe of thefe our Tears, va 
That you might know our Suff’rings and our Fears. 
And Providence now having led the way 
To give it Birth, perufe it well we pray, 
And do not take it for an old Wives Story: 
Behold the Nation’s Grievances before ye 
In thefe fhort hints; yet here, as in a Map, 
With eafe you'll fee the caufe of our Mifhap. 

There’s not a free-born Englifh Proteftant 

But fets both Hand and Heart to this Complaint. 


D 2 
2 
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Vor 
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Vox ¢# Lachryme Anglorum. 


““, Patriots Renown’d, open your Eyes, 
And lend an Ear to th’ Juftice'of our Cries ; 

As you are Englifh-men, our Blood.and Bones, | 
Know ’tis your Duty to regard our Groans. 
On you, next God, our Confidence relies, 
You are the Bulwarks of our Liberties. — 
Within your Walls was voted in our King, 
For joy whereof, our Shouts made England ring: 
And to make hima great and glorious Prince, 
Both you and we have been at great Expence. 
Fullfive and twenty hundred thoufand Pound, 
By you enactéd, fince has been paid down. 
Our Cuftoms to a vaft Revente come, 
Our Fifhing-Mony no inferiour Sum. 
The old Ale-fpoiling Tax of the Excife 
Does yearly to a Mafs of Mony rifes 
Befides th’Additional of the Royal Aid, 
And Chimny-Mony, which is yearly paid. 
Oft have our Heads by Polls been fadly fhorn, 
And from poor Servants Wages Mony’s torn: © 
Our Dunkirk yielded many a thoufand Pound, 
(Tis eafier far to fell than gaina Town ) 
With fore?d Benevolence, and other things, 
Enough t’enrich a dozen Danifh Kings. 
Million on Million on the Nation’s back : 
Yet we and all our Freedoms go to rack. 
We hop’d when firft thefe heavy Taxes rofe, 
Some fhould be us’d to {care away our Foes, 
Or beat them, till, like Gsbeonites, they bring 
‘Their Grandees ready halter’d to our King ; 
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Or make them buckle, and their:Points untrafs, 
As they.who took for Motto, God with wm, 

But O!.inftead of this our cruel Fate 

Has made us like a Widow, defolate. 

Our Honfes fadly burnt about our’ Ears, 

Our Wivesand Children fenfelef{s made with Fears. 
Our Wares, like Ships, in which our Safety Jay; 
Unto our daring x Foes.are made a Prey: 

Our Forts and Caftles, which fhould guard out 
(Land, 
Juft like old. Nunneries.and Abbies ftand. : 
And long before our Inland Towns demur’d, 

That Sea and Land alike might be fecur’d. 

Our. Magazines, which did abound with Store, 
Like us, fad Englifh- men; are very poor. 

Our Trade is loft, our Markets are undone; 
Yeomen and Farmers all to rnin run: 

Thofe that. our fatal Battels.fought neglected, 
And {wearing damme cowardly Rogues protected. 
Our gallant Seamen, once the whole World’ 
| ( Dread, 
For want of Pay are metamorpholed : 
While the fad. Widows, and poor Orphans weep, 
Wihofe dear Relations perifh’d in the Deep; 
And.to augment and aggravate their Grief, 

At the Pay-Office find but cold Relief: 

Many. a.Month are fore'd to wait and ftay 


To feek the Price of Blood. dead Husbands Pay. 


The fober People who our Trade advanc’d, 

Throughout our Nation are difcountenanc °d. 

It grieves our, Hearts, that we fhould live co fee 

True Virtue punifh’d, and foul Vice go free, 

Thoufands alas! that would not hurt a Worm, 

Imprifon’d are, *caufe they could not conform. 

Others exil’d, and from Relations fent, 

We know not why, but that chey’re innocent. 
Ly 4 While 


40 POEMS on 


While Reme’s black Locufts menace us with 
(Storms, 

Like Egypt’s Frogs about our Land in Swarms. 

Our Penal Laws are never executed, 

Againf{t thofe Vermin, which our Land polluted. 

Only to blind and hoodwink us, alas! 

An Edié& paffes to prohibite Mafs: 

With fuch a Latitude as moft Men fay, — 

*Tis like its Sire, the Oath Et cetera. 

But prais’d be God for Peace! that’s very clear ; 
But on what terms, th’Event will make ‘appear. 
We dread left it fhould prove more to our Coft, 
Than when Amboyna’s Spicery was loft. 

They treat with Rod in hand our Buttocks bare, 
Judg what the Iffues of fuch Treaties are. 

Thus fick, ye Worthies, fick our Nation lies, 
Ard none but God can cure her Maladies. 
Thofe that fhould chear her in your Interval, 
Like dull Quack falvers, make her Spirits fail. 
‘Turn the her wither’d Face to whom fhe will, 

All that fhe gets is but a. purging Pill. 

If any of her Children for her cry, 

Her cruel Empiricks ufe: Phlebotomy : 

That wholefom Phyfick that fhould cleanfe her 
, ( Blood 

They do detain, inflaming what is good. 

This for a long time has bad Humours bred ; 

‘Which fend up filthy Vapours to the Head. 

All wife.Men judg, if thefe Extremes endure, 

They'll iffue in a mad-brain’d Calenture. 

Then O ye Worthies! now for Heaven’s fake, 

Some Pity on your gafping Country take. 

Call to account thofe Leeches of the State, 

Who from their Truft deeply prevaricate : 

Who have of Englifh Coin exhaufted more 

Than would ten Coeur de Lions home reftore : 


a Who 
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Who like perfidious and deceitful Elves, 
Ruin the Nation to enrich themfelves : 
More ready are our Councils to difclofe, 
Than to prote& us from our Belgiaz Foes. 
The Fleet divided fhews fuch Treachery, 
That Pagans, Turks and Infidels decry. 
The States Purfe cannot but be indigent, 
When fo much Mony over-Sea is fent. 
No wonder Dutchmen cry, Thank Clarend— 
That we’re fo roundly paid with Englifh Coin. 
\f George’s Mouth be ftopt, think they that we 
Have all our Eyes bor’d out, and cannot fee, 
Our Foes of Englifh Coin have greater ftore, 
Since War’s begun, than e’er they had before. 
Quaint Stratagem! for Rulers bufy’d be, 
Totie a raw Ayde to an Orange-tree ; 
“With Refolution, canfe he’s of that Blood, 
That lifts his Head above the AZogenhood. 
Then both the Keipe-Skins would be well beftow’d, 
One honour’d here, t’other as much abroad. 
Thefe and like Projects have procur’d a War, 
Where Mortals worry’d were like Dog and Bear. 
Then Mony works the Wonder, that is fure, 
The Price of Dunkérk here may much procure. 
Dunkirk was fold, but why we do not know, 
Unlefs t” erect a new Seraglio : 
Or be a Receptacle unto thofe, 
Were once intended our invading Foes. 
Then let that treach’rons abject Lump of Pride, - 
With all his joint Confederates befide, 
Be brought to Jultice, try’d by our good Laws, 
And fo receive the Merits of their Caufe ; 
Who juftly now are made the Peoples Hate, 
That would not do them Juttice in the Gate. 


We'pray your Honours chufe out a Committee, 


To find the Inftruments that burnt our City : 


Can 
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Can one poor fentlefs Frenchenan’s Life ep ale 
el ols of Britain’s s great Imperial Chair ? 
Man ny there were in that vile Fact detected, 
And thofe “ha t fhould them punish, them protected. 
When Nero did the like on famous Rome, 
Were all hers enators and People du mb ? 
Mul ft we be fi ilent, when encompa{sd round 
With black-mouth’d Dogs, that would us all. con- 
(found ¢ ? 
oft hellifh Plot.! ? Twas Gusdo Faux in grain, 
Hatch’d by the Fefusts in France and Spain: 
For which your. Honours wilely did remember 
To rhe another Fifth day. of, November. 
Sh thefe Delinquents up and downthe Nation 
You { fied ba then came your Prorogation, 
Mean while tho London inher A thes lies, 
Yet out of her fhallfuch a Phoenix rife, 
Shall be a Scourge and Terror unto thofe, 
Whe for this hundred Years have been her Foes, 
erfidious Papifts! Shall your Treachery, 
Think ye, reduce ustotdolatry,? 
Blood-thirfty Monfters!.. we know better things, 
Not all the ntide of your,black-Lanthorn Kings ; 
Nor all your Gounfels of .delutophel, 
Shall make us run your.ready Road to Hell. 
Blind Blockheads ! we.abhor your retten Whore, 
None but the God of , Jacob bes adore. 

We beg, your,Honours:to.redeem our Trade, 
Whicha im your Intervals is. much decay d : 
Regaining that, we hopeduch Fruit will yield, 

We on our Ruins cheariully,.may. build. 
We pray, repeal the Laws unnatural, 

That Men.in queftion for their Confcience. call : 
Tis Cruelty for yousto force, Men to 


The thing,, that they had rather die than do. 


This 


~~ 


ber. 
eg 


Vol. Lil. State- Affairs. A2 
This is Man’s All’: ’Tis Chrift’s Prerogative, | aan 
Therefore againft it *tis in vain to ftrive. ri 
Diftribute Juftice with an equal Hand, | 
Both to the Peer and Peafant of the Land. | 
Many true Commoner murder’d of ‘late, ne 
Yet Juftice ftrikes not the Affaflinate. Ll 
Why fhould the rightful Caufe of Clients be 
Utterly loft, ‘for want of double Fee ? 

Why partial Judges on the Benches fit ? 

Why Juries overaw’d ? This is not'fit. 

Why fome corrupted, others wanting Wit ? 
And why a Parliament fhould fuffer it ? 

Why great mens Will fhould be their only Law ? 
And why they do not call to mind Yack Straw ? 
Why they do lettheir Reputation rot? 

And why Carnarvan Edward is forgot? 

Why Bloodworth would not let the dreadful Fire 
Extinguifh’d'be, as good Men did defire ? 

And why Life-Guardmen at each Gate were fet, 
Hind’ring the People thence their Goods to get ? 
Why were our Houfes level’d with the Ground, 
That fairly ftcod about the Tow’r round? 

When many thoufand Families were left 
Without a Houfe, then we muff be bereft : 
Of Habitations too, with all the reft, y 
And fhare with thofe that greatly were diftrefs’d. | 
Why fhould our Mother- Queen exhauft our Store, 
Enriching France, and making England poor ? 
Spending our Treafure in a Foreign Land, 

Can never with the Nation’s Int’reft ftand. 

Then timely ftop the bleeding of this Vein, 

Left it the Kingdom’s vital Spirits drain. i 
Why England now, asin the days of yore, ) a 
Muft have an Interceflor, Madam Shore ? ik 
Why upon her is fpent moreinoneDay, (fray ? it 
Than would fome Weeks the Publick Charge de- : | 
Why 
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Why fecond Rofamond is made away ? 
A thing remains unriddled to this'Day. 
Why Papift put in Places of great. Truft, 
And Proteftants lay by their Arms to raft ? 
Why Courtiers rant with Goods of other Men, 
And why Protections cheat the Citizen ? 
Why drunken Juftices are tolerated ? 
And why the Gofpel’s almoft abrogated ? 
Why Clergymen do domineer fo high; 
Who fhould be Patterns of Humility.? 
Why they do Steeple upon Steeple fet, 
Asif they meant that way to Heav’n to get ? 
Who nothing haveto prove themfelves devout, 
Save only this,. That Crommel turn’d them out. 
Why Tippets, Copes, Lawn-fleeves, and fuch-like 
( Geer, 
Confume above three Millions by.the Year ? 
Why Belland Dragon Drones, like Boar in Sty, 
Eat more than all the painful Miniftry ? 
Which is one Canfe the Nation is fopoor. 
Bat when will Charles find out their»Privy-door ? 
Hy hen Daniel fhews th’ {mpreflion.of their Feet, 
.nd gives direction, then he'll come to fee’t. 
W hy £ nglana’s Grand Reli gion-now: fhould be 
A ftalking Horfe.to blind Idolatry. ? 
Why many thoufands now bow down before it, 
That in their Confciences do much abhor it ? 
Why Treachery. is.us’d by Complication: 
Deceit and Fraud, why th’ 4-la moade.in fafhion ? 
Why ranting Cowards in Buff-coats are put, 
And why they Robbers turn tofill their Gut? 
Why Fools in Corporations. do command; 
Who know nor Juttice, nor the Laws.o’th’ Land ? 
Why he that brought our Necks into,this Yoke, 
Dreads 1 not the thoughts of Felton’s fatal Stroke ? 


Sure 
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Sure they’re bewitch’d to think we Englifhmen 
Have no more Courage left us than a Hen. 
And why that Int’reft is become the leaft, 
In the-year Sixty greater than the reft ? 
We know no reafon, but do all confent, 
Thefe are the Fruits of an ill Government. 
Some think our Judgments dorun parallel 
With David's in the Days of Jfrael : 
The difference is, he was a Man of God ; 
But ours have been his fore afflicting Rod, 
To which weturn our naked Backs, and fay, 
During thy pleafure, Lord, Vive le Roy. 
We prays reftore our faithful Minifters, 
Whom we do own as Chrift’s Embafladors. 
Why are our Pulpits pefter’d with a Crew, 
-That took up Orders fince black Barthol’mew ? 
Who Myf?ries of the Gofpel know no more, 
Than the dumb Calf that //rael did adore. 
Too late for us to you to make our moan, 
When they have led us to deftruction. 
Muft all be Enemies of King and State, 
That from the Church of Zugland feparate ? 
Mutt all che Meetings of the Innocent 
Be judg’d unlawful ? they to Prifon fent ? 
>Twere better all fuch Edicts you made void, 
And grant the Liberty they once enjoy’d; 
Confirming that unto ‘em by a Law, 
Makes good the Royal Promife at Breda. 
Tread all Monopolies into the Earth, 
And make Provifion that no more get Birth. 
In this a Prince’s Danger chiefly lies, 
That he is fore’d to fee with others Eyes. 
From hence our Troubles rofe in Forty One, 
When that Domeftick War at firft began. 


Relieve th? Opprefsd, and fet all Pris’ners free, 


Who for their Con{ciences in durance be. 


Poor 
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Poor Debtors, who have not wherewith to pay, 
Break off their Shackles, let them go their way. 
Let no fuborn‘d falfe Witnefles appear 

In Courts, againfE the Innocent to fwear : 

Let no more Juries, that are biafled, 

Be pack’d to do whatever they are bids 

Who to fulfil mens Luft and Cruelty, 

Have no regard altho the Guiltlefsidie. 

Why fhould our righteous Laws like Cobwebs be, 
To catch fmall fies, and let the great go free ? 
This turns true Judgment into Wormwood-gall, 
Does for the Vengeance of th Avenger call; 
Then eafe thofe Burdens under which we groan, 
Give Liberty its, Refurrection. 
Let painful Husbandry, that Child of Peace, 

Be now encourag’d fince our Wars do ceafe. 
Let not the poor and inflav’d Peafant crave 
Redrefs from you, and yet noSuccour have. 
Tis too niuch like a bale French Stratagem, 

To make the People poor to govern them. 
More happy for a Prince, when Aid he craves, 
To have’t from free-born Men, than injur’d Slaves. 
We are free-born, we yet are Eaglifh men: 

Let’s not, like old Men, boaft what we have been ; 
But make us happy by your gentle Rays, 

And you fkall be the | enour of our Praife. 

And our Pofterity, with joing-Confent, 
Shall call you Exgdand’s Healing Parliament. 
But if you {till will make our Bonds the ftronger, 
If Pris ners muft remain in Durance longer ; 
If wand’ring Stars muft ftill. by Force detrude, 
Under Eclipfe, thofe of firft Magnitude ; 
If Prelates {till muft o’re our Confcience ride, 
And Papilts Bonefires make on us befide : 

If he and they, whofe Avarice and Pride 
So long have rid our Backs, and gaul'd our Side; 
Have. 
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Have got fo {trong an Int’reft inthe State, 

Fhat their Commitment cofts folong Debate, 

Till means be found to further their Efcape 

To Foreign Parts, there to negotiate ; 

The Edg of Juftice furely’s turn’d afide, 

To cut the pocr Man’s Flefh, and fave the Hyde. 

If you mens Lufts and Avarice gratify, 

And yet cur empty’d Purfe-ftrings do unty : 

You are too free of what was ne’er your owns 

And now you only make us more to groan, 

Afs-likes and furely any mortal Man 

Will feck to eafe his: Burden if -he can. 

There’s not an Englifh-man but well has learn’d, 

Your Privileges are alike concern’d 

With all our Liberties 5 thathe who doth 

Infringe the one, ufirps upon ’em both. 

And fhall iton your Doors and Tombs be writ, 

This was the Parliament fo long did fit 5 

W hile Confcience, Liberty, our Purfe and Trade, 

The Country, Gity; Ships, and all’s betray’d ¢ 

To make an A&t for building onthe Urn, 

But no Inqueft who did the City burn: 

To feed a Palmer-worm, whothrew away 

The Publick Stock, which Seamen should defray. 
Since now you liave an Opportunity, - 

Redeem your félves and us from Slavery. 

If not, the Wheel goes round, there is nodoubr, 

You’l alfo fharé with thofe you have turn’d out. 


Vyuat Lex Rex, 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


F e’er you’'l leave us in a lafting Peace, 

You all our Grievances muft firft redrefs. 
When Rulers {top their Ears to.th’ Peoples Cries, 
Tis a fad Symptom of Cataftrophies. 

In Watch or Clock things made irregular, 

Tho ne’er fo fmall, caufe all the Work to jar. 

And in the Body natural "tis found, 

That if ill Humours do therein abound, 

Them the Phyfician muft extenuate, 

And make ’em with the reft co-operate : 

Soif in Bodies politick there be 

Not found, cwixt all Eftates, a Harmony ; 

They ceafe not till, in tract of Time, they bring 

Allto confufion, Peafant, Lord, and King. 

To make fome great, and ruin all the reft, 

In this aCommonwealth can ne'er be bleft. 

And does it follow hence, Great Sir, that we 

Muft be undone to all Pofterity ? 

Let Equity and Juftice plead our Caufe, 

And then refer usto our Antient Laws. 

If Magna Charta mutt be wholly flighted, 

We mutt conclude our Rulers are benighted. 

But needs muft webe poor, when itis known 

We've hada fecond Price of Gaveftone, 

Your Pow’r is Sov’reign, elfe we durft not quote 

This poys’nous Name without an Antidote. 

Perfidious Clarend—! that Potent Thief, 

His Princes Blemifh, and the Peoples Grief: 

Who oncedid fcorn to plunder by Retail, fail : 

Who ftretch’d the States Purfe till the Strings > 
e 
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He and his Fellow Jugglers found the knack 

To plough deep Furrows on the Nation’s-Back. 

Like Glaziers, ‘who excite the roaring Crew, 

Windows to break, that they may make them new. 

So thefe Pick-Quarrels with our Neighbour Na- 
( tions 

Then bawl at you to peel us with Taxations., 

Which having got, {till more and more they crave, 

Ev’n like the Horfe-leech, or devouring Grave. 

For Avarice cannot be fatisfy’d; 

No more than Belzebub, and’s Brother 2-—=, 

That Adacchiavel we have not yet forgot, 

Who brew’d that wicked Hellifh Vorthern Plot. 

Where many Gentlemen had ruin’d been, 

If Providence had not ftep’d in between, 

Who then among your felves fecure can be, | 

If this be not check’d by Authority ? 

He was one of the open-handed Tribe, 

Whofe Avarice ne’er yet refus'd a Bribe, 

What Suit at Law foe’er before him came, 

He that produc’d moft Angels won the Game : 

Be’t right or wrong, or Plaintiff or Defendant 

Should win. the day if Gold were at the end. on’t. 

How did he fend without Remorfe or Fear 

Thonvfands of Englifh to that Grave Tangier ¢ 

What Ufage had the Seors thoufands can tell, 

When the late Remonftrators did rebel. 

While Irifh Rebels quit their old O Hone, 

Poor Englifh Proteftants take up the Tone, 

Empfor’s and. Dudley’s Fa compar’d with his, 

Were but Night’s Darknefs unto Hell’s Abyts. 

The fanious Spencers did-in time pourtray 

What fhould be acted by this Beaft of Prey. 

Earth him, and you fhall find within bis Gell 

Thofe Mifchiefs which no Age can parallel ; 


E War, 
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War, Fire and Blood, with valt expence of Trea- 
at fure, 
a ath Ruin of Exgh/h-men, his chiefeft Pleafure. 
qh In fine, for Mifchief he was what you will, 
Pai The perfect Epitome of all Ill. 
q Allgood Men hate his Name; nay, what is worfe, 
Three Nations dog him with their heavy Curfe. 
As he regarded not the Widow’s Tears, 
So may juft Heaven multiply his Fears. 
Let Cain’s moft dreadful Doom foon overtake him, 
And his Companion Gout never forfake him. 
Let Heaven's Vengeance light upon his Pate, 
And all our Injuries retaliate. 
Till he himfelf to Juftice does refign, 
Let all Men call him curfed Clarend —. 
Molt dextrous Artift! he with mighty Eafe 
Tranfplanted Duakirk, from beyond the Seas, 
And dropt it near that fatal fpot of Land, 
Where for him Tyburn now does weeping ftand. 
The echoing Ax from out the Tower does call, 
To fpeed this Monfter Epidemical : 
But he upon us having play’d his Prank, 
Follows his Brethren Fench and Wyndebank. 
Thus Hyde by Name, is Hide by Pradtice too; 
Yet cannot hide from Heav’n, tho hid from you. 
And being gone has left his Imps behind, 
Whofe only Work is all our Eyes to blinds 
Left tracing him you find their Villany, 
i Known yet to few but the all-feeing Bye. 
ea If any thing of common Fame be true, 
ie He's only gone our Mifchiefs to renew = 
And if his Practice juftify our Fears, 
He'll fet’s again together by the Ears. 
Ambition’s’of the nature of ‘the Devil, | 
Always to brood, and hatch, and bring forth Evil. 


if 
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If true the Maxim be, Kings cannot err; 

With Modefty we may from thence infer, 

Jl thrives that haplefs Nation then that fhows 

A filent Prince; and Chancellor that crows 

Over his Equals, over all his Peers, 

Over Phanaticks, over Cavaliers. 

He was fo abfolute, “twas hard to fay, 

Or him, or Charles, whether we mutt obey. 

Ris’n from a Gentleman too near the Throne, 

Sought not the Nation’s Int?reft, but his own. 

You are the Bridle in fuch Tyrants Jaws, 

Who would deftroy us, and fubvert the Laws. 

Now hold the Reins, now keep the Ballance true, 

Find thofe Bandittis that do lic purdieu. 

If you, like Cte, for your Country ftand, 

Three noble Nations are at your Command : 

While Juftice, Truth and Righteoufnefs do guide 
( you, 

We'll be your Guard, whatever fhall betide you. . 

Difarm the Papifts, and fecure our Ports, 

Place Proteftants in Garifons and Forts, 

Why fhould the French and Jri(h here bear fway, 

Who Enemies to England are this day ? 

Let not our Magazines remain with thofe 

That burnt our City, and ftill are our Foes 3 

Whofe Hellith bloody Principles are fuch, 

To butcher Exglifh-men they think not much. 

What Safety, Peace, or Trade can we expect, 

When thefe Protection find, and you neglect 

Us to fecure againft fuch Cut-throat Dogs, 

As {warm now in our Land like Egypr’s Frogs ? 


What means the flocking of the French fo faft «~ 


Into our Bowels thus with Arms to hafte ? 
And muoft our Horfes, which of Value be, 
Be thus to France tranfported, as we fee? 
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Are not our Forts and Caftles all betray’d, 

When all their Stores and Guns afide’are laid 

Out of the reach of fuch as would oppofe 

Both Foreign En’mies, and Domeftick Foes ? 

Did the dumb Child, when at his Father’s Throat 

He faw 2 Knife, immediately-cry out ¢ 

Can we be filent when the Train is laid, 

And Fire-works made ready, as tis faid ? 

Look thro the Veil, and you will’ foon efpy 

That Romifh Counfels clofe at work do lie 

To undermine you, and Religion too : 

Look well about you left you do it rue. 

Now is the time t’acquit your felves like Men, 

Now ftand up for your Liberties, and then 

The Lawrel Wreath, and never-fading Bays 

Shall crown your Heads, and we will fing your 
( Praife. 


Upon the Proroguing of the Parliament ; 
or, The Club of Unanimous Voters. 


prerre"s upon Prorogue. Damn’d Rogues and 
(Whores! 
Firft pick’d our Pockets, then’turn’d us out of 
( Doors. 
Have we our Country plagu’d, and Truft betray’d, 
Giv’n Polls, and Subfidies, and Royal Aid, 
Hearth-Mony, Impofts on.the* Lawyers Fees, 
Ruin’d all Trades, tormented ail Degrees, 
Crufh’d the poor Phanaticks, broke thro all the 
( Laws 
Of Magna Charta, and the good Old Caufe, 
To be thus fool'’d at taft ? 
Have 
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Have we more Bullion giv’n in! twelve: years {pace, aan 
Than Norman’s Baftard had,: and ail his Race; a 
Hurry ’d.up our Mony Bills ’gainft Durch and French, i 
And feen it {pent upon a Dunghil Wench ? 
Did we confent the Kingdom-to undo, 
T’enrich an over-ridden Whore or two, fan 
And all: for this ? et 
Ccurs'd, 
With Plague, War, Fire was this poor Kingdom 
While of all Plagues we were our felves the worll. 
Were juft Elections null’'d, cook we fuch Pain 
To make a Parliament-man a Rogue ia Grain, 
Stood to be. pifs'd on by the Honfe of Peers, 
Cut Coveatry’s Nofe, and cropthis Ears ? ! 
Unworthy Gentlemen, more like Servants Race, | | 
Run to our Mafter’s Collar to. Fox our Mace. A 
Did wea hundred bafer Adis than thefe, 
That we might not his Majefty difpleafe, 
To be thus ferv’d? 
Well-fare true Vaughan, Osborn, Howard, Carr, - 
Lit~—ton, Sey———r, our great Men of War, 
And Garraway, the Hector of the Houfe, 
That always fetch’d his Blow to killa Loufes 
Thefe Patriots, Male-content; did, plot 
Their Countries Good, till’ they had Places gots 
Blufter’d and, huff’d till. they were officer’d, 
And then of Country more the De’el a word, 
Damn’d Buckingham! of a falfe Sire the Soa! 
Did we.for this difmount old Clarendon 
To fet thee up, thou mighty Man of State, 
And in thy hands put the whole Kingdom’s Fate ? 
Did we forget thy former Treachery, 
When fafe, thou left?(t our-King in Mifery ? 
Turn’d fneaking Renegade, to;what was, Trump, 
And fwor'ft Allegiance to the rotten Rump? : | 
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Did we free thee, when Chancellor thee mumbled, 
And when thou wert by him from Poft to Pillar 

(tumbled ? 
Did we connive at taking Shrewsbury’s Life, 
That with more freedom thon might’ft have his 
( Wife, 
Yo be requited thus ? Ungrateful Wretch ! 

May Pox, and Plague,and Devil hence thee fetch ! 
Or fome Prorogu’d, incenfed Felton rather 
Send this curs’d Son to find his guilty Father ! 

No other way could’ft find t’attain thy Ends, 
Than to difguft the King with his beft Friends ? 
Turn out a Parliament, that ne’er King before 
Had fuch a one, nor ever will have more? 

Did we give caufe to fear we fhonld not do 
W hate’er the King or thou command’t us to ? 

If Standing-Army ’tis thou wouldft be at, 

We could as well as others have rais’d that. 

We could have made as well as any other, 

A Baftard Race, Legitimace as Brother : 
Confented to fend back the barren Queen, 

And a new Iffue had, had that your Humotrbeen. 
League Tripartite we could have broke, the Dance 
Chang'd to the Mufick of the Pipe of France : 

Sneer, and look thro the Fingers to behold 

New Zoendon flaming, as youdid the old. 

‘We freely could have rais’d a Citadel, 

As well the City as the Dutch to quell : 

We could make Plots, as Oliver on Hewet, 

And make fich guilty of ’ém as ne’er knew it. 

And mutt we after all this Service done, 

In Field for Father, and in Houfe for Son, 

Be thus cafhiet’d to pleafé’ a pocky Peer, 

Who neither Roundhead is, nor Cavalier ? 

But of forme medley-cut, fome ill-fhap’d Brat, 

W ould fain be fomething if he knew but sen 
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For Commowealth he vogues himfelf to be, 

And by and by for Abs’lute Monarchy : 

Then neither likes; but fome new knick-knack 
( found, 

Not Fifh, not Flefh, not fquare, and yet not round. 

Venetian Model pleafes him to night, 

To morrow morning France isin the right. 

Thus he, like Butterflies, much flutter makes; 

Sleeps of one Judgment, of another wakes. 

Zealous at morn, he will a Bifhop make, 

Yet before night al} Bifhops down he’il take. 

He all things is, but yet to nothing true ; 

All old things hates, nor can endure the new. 

But pleafe your pocky Grace to give me leave 

To ask why thus you do your King deceive ? 

Your firft Prorogu’d fure might have ftood, for 

; (then 

?Twas time enough for to Prorogue agen ; 

And not all-in a hurry, fev’n Mouths before 

Our former not expir’d, to add fix more. 

iNell’s in again we hear, tho we are our; 

Methinks we might have met to have giv’n a 
( Clout, 

And then Prorogu’d again: our Wont has been 

Never to mifs a Seffions ?gainft Lying in. 

For always ’gainft that time the Frexch invade, 

?Gainft whom we Mony raife to keep the Jade. 

And ten to one before the Spring be over, 

Our Cavalry muft march again to Dover, 

To guard the Shore againft the Dutch and French; 

When all this means but new Supplies for Wench. 

The curs’d Cabal faw *twas in vain to move 

For Diflolution ; we had too much Love 

To be diflolv’d ; which put you to find out 

This damn fide-wind to bring the end about. 
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For now the facred Cod-piece muft keep Lent, 
Unlefs Phanaticks lend, or Mony from France be 
| ( fent. 
iff Had we but hearken’d, and a fair Game play’d, 
i We had prevented thus our being betray’d. 
For had we Obfervation made, we miglit 
ta Have known at Morn the Fate we found at Night. 


a For Cefar never more Prefages had 
Ha Of falling Greatnefs, than to us’were made. 


(he came, 
Crow crofs'd the Speaker’s Coach as to the Houfe 
On Crutches that day went the Cripple lame. 
The Thames at our Proroguing backward run; 
Moon fhone at Noon-day, and/at Night the Sun. 
A hollow earthly Voice i’th’Honfe was heard, 
W hich made the Speaker of Guy Fanx afraid. 
Owen's Peafe-Pottage unkindly boil?d that day 5 
A foul Handkerchief in Pocket had’ Bab May. 
That day our Clock too was'upon its Tricks, 
Would not gorights {trikes ‘five when ’twas near 
( fix. 
But fince there’s no refitting of our Fate, 
We hope we may have leave to invocate. 
Ah! fweet Revenge ! may we bit live to {ee 
Such Rogues: prordgued too’ as -well'as' we. 
Indulge our Envy but to fee that day, 
! Tho we are ruin’d by it as 'welloas they. 
We Tyrants dove, if we can Tyrants be ; 
If not, nextwifh is we may all, be Free. 


ie ra ee ree eee cane eee Secret 


Vol. Il. State-Affairs. 


Sn Le Sen EEE EE Tce REE SE mT - 
et 


A New Ballad, call’d, The Chequer [nn. 


I. 
; iets tell thee, Dick, where] have been, 
Where I the Parliament have feen, 

The Choice of Ale and Beer: 
But fuch a Choice as ne’er was found 
In any Age on Englifh Ground, 

In Burrough or in Shire, 


2, 
At Charing-Crofs, hard by the way 
Where all the Bertzes make their Hay, 
: There ftands a Houfe new painted : 
Where I could fee em crowding in 5 
But fure they often there had been, 
They feem’d fo’ well acquainted. 


3 104 
The Hoft that dwells in that fame Honfe, 
Is now a Man that was a Moufe; 

Till he was Burgefs chofen : 

And for his Country firft began, 
But quickly turned Cat in Pan: 
The way they all have rofen. 


4. 
And ever fince’he did fo vex, 
‘That now he Mony tells by Pecks, 

And heaps up all our Treafure. 
Thov’lt ken him out by his White Wand 
He dandles always in his Hand, 


With which he ftrikes the Meafure. 
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5. 
And tho he now does look fo big, 
And bear himfelf on fuch a Twig, 
>Twill fail him in a year. 
Then O! how! could claw him off; 
For all his flender Quarter-ftaff, 
And have him here and there. 


6. 


He is as ftiff as any Stake, 

And leaner, Dick, than any Rake; 
Envy is not fo pale. 

And tho by felling of us all, 

He’as wrought himfelf into White-bal, 
He looks like Bird of Jail. 


7° 
And where he might e’er now have laid, 
Had not the Members moft been made, 
For fome had been indicted. 
For whofoe’er that peach him durft, 
To clear him would have been the firft, 
Had they too been requited. 


$ 


But he had Men enough to f{pare,) 

Befides a good Friend in the Chair, 
Tho al] Men blufh’d that heard it. 

Therefore I needs muft {peak my'mind, 

They all deferv’d to have been kind 

For fuch’a fhameful Verdict. 
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9% 
And now they march’d all Tag and Rag, | 
Each of his handy-work to brag, 
Over a gallant Supper. Ae 
On backfide of their Letter fome eh. 
For furenef$ cited were to come 5 
The reft were bid by Cooper. 


10. 


They ftood, when enter’d in the Hall, 
Mannerly rear’d againft the Wall, Lee 
Till to fit down defir’d. ae 
And fimper’d, juftly to compare, : | 
Like Maidens at a Statute-Fair, : at 
None went away unhir'd. in 


II. 


The Lady drefi'd like any Bride, 

Eer Fore-head Cloth had laid afide, 
And filing through did fail. 

Tho they had dirted fo the Room, 

That fhe was fore’d to call for Groom, 
To carry up her Tail. 


12> 


Wheeler at Board then next her fet, 

And if it had been nearer yet, 
She might it well afford. 

For ev’n at Bed the time has been, 

When no one could fee Sun between 

His Lady and her Lord, 
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13. 
This Knight was fent t? America, 
| And was as foon ftnt for away, 
i Tho not for his good Deeds. 
iF But *twas, it feems, with this intent, 
| To plant with us-that Government, 
Mite From thence he brought the Seeds, 


14. 
And next him fate George Adountague, 
The Foreman of the, Britz{h Crew, 
His Cup he never fails. 
Manfel and Morgan, and:the ireft, 
All of them of the Grand Ingueft, 
A Jury right of Wales. 


15. 
Wild with his Tongue-did all out-run,; 
And popping like an Elder-Gun, 
Both Words and. Meat did utter. 
The Pellets which his Chaps. did:dart, 
Fed all his Neighbours overthwart, 
That gap’d to hear him,fputter. 


16. 
But King, God fave him,-tho fo cramm/’d, 
The Cheer into his Breeches ramm‘d, 
Which Butt’ry were,and: Larder. 
aE | And of more Proy’nder to.difpofe, 
i, jad few’d on.too his double Hofe ; 
For times thou know ft grew harder. 
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17. 
H—It, out of Linen, as of Land, ave 
Had mortgag’d of his two one Band, | 
To have the other wafh’d : Ce 
And tho the Sweat the while he eat, 
With his own Gravy fill'd the Plate, 
That Band with Sauce too dafh’d. 


18. 


His Brain and Face Tredenham wrung, 

For words not to be faid but fung ; Pe 
His Neck it curn’d on Wier. i 

And Berkenbead of all the Rout, 

_ ‘There was but one could be found out, 

To be a greater Liar. 


19. 
Old Hobbes’s Brother Cheyney there, 
Throgmorton, Neuville, Doleman were, 

And Lawley, Knight of Shropfhire. 
Nay, Portman, tho all Men cry’d {hame, 
And Chala’ ley of Vale Royal came 

For fomething more than Chop-cheer. 


20. 

The Weftern Glory Harry Ford ig 

The Landlord Bailes outeat, outroat’d, 4 

And did his Trencher lick. 4 
What pity "tis a Wit fo great 

Should live to fell himfelf for Meat : 

But who can helpit, Dick ? 
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21. 
Yet, wot’ft thou, he was none of thofe, 
But would as well as Meat have Clothes, 
Before he’d fell the Nation : 
And wifely lodging at next Door, 
Was ferv'd more often than the Poor, 
With his whole Generation. 


22. 
Sir Courtney Poole and he contend, 
Which fhould the other moft commend 
For what that day they fpoke: 
The Man that gave that woful Tax, 
And {weeping ail our Chimney-Stacks, 
Excifes us for Smoke. 


23. 
The Hanmers, Herberts, Sandys, Mufgr —s, 
Fathers and Sons, like coupled Slaves, 
They were not to be funder’d : 
The Tale of all that there did fup, 
On Chequer Tallies was fcor’d up, 
And made above a hundred. 


24. 
Our greateft Barn could not have held 
The Belly-Timber that they feli’d, 
For Mefs was rick’d on Mefs : 
‘Twas fuch a Treat, that I’m afraid 
The Reck’ning never will be paid, 
Without another Cefs, 


25. 
They talk’d about, and made fuch din, 
That fcarce the Lady could hedg in 
The Papifhes and Frenches: 
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On them fhe was allow’d to rail, — 
But, and thereby does hang a Tale, 
Not one word of the Wenches. 


26. 
The Hoft, who fat at lower end, 
The Healths in order up did fend, 
Nor of his own took care: 
But down the Vifick Bottle threw, 
And took his Wine, when *twas his due, 
In fpight of Pothecare. 


27. 

They drank, I know not who had moft, 

Till King both Hoftefs kifs’d and Holt, 

_ And clap’d ’em on the Back. 

And prithee why fo pale? then {wore 

Should they indict him o’er and o’er, 
He'd bring him off ifack. 


23. 
Then all faid Ay, who had faid No, 
And now, who would, “twas time to go, 
For Grace they did not ftay: 
And for to fave the ferving-Men 
The Pains of coming in agen, 
The Guefts took all away. 


2.9. 

Candlefticks, Forks, Salts, Plates, Spoons,Knives, 

Like Sweetmeats for their Girls and Wives, 
And Table-Linen went ; 

I faw no more, but hither ran, 

Left fome fhould take me for the Maa, 

And I for them be fhent. 


6h POM Bust 


The Anfwer. 


aah le 
He Urfe on fuch Reprefentatives, 
al They fell:us all, our,Barns and. Wives, 
Quoth Dick, with Indignation. 
They are but Engines toraife-Tax, 
And the whole Bus’nefs of their Acts 
Is to undo the Nation. 


2. | 
Juft like our rotten Pump at home; 
We pour in Water whentwo’nt come, 
And that way’ get more out. 
So when mine Hoft does Mony lack, 
He Mony gives among the Pack, 
And then it runs full fpout. 


| =. 
By wife Volk I have oft been told, : 
i Parliaments grow naught as, they grow old, 
We groan’d under. the Rump: 
But fure this is a heavier,Curfe, 
That fucks and dreins thus evry Purfe, 
By this old Whitehall Pump. 
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On King Charles the Firft’s Statue. 
Why tis fo long before ‘tis put up at 
Charing-Crofs. 


I. 
WW ake the Myft’ry be, why Charing-Cro/s 
Thefe two Months continues ftill blind- 
(ed with Boards? 
Dear Wheeler impart, weare all at a lofs, 
Unlefs Punchianello is to be reftor’d. 


2. 
’Twere to Scaramouchi too much difrefpect, 
To limit his Troop tothis Theater {mall, 
Befides the Injuftice it were to eject 
That Mimick, fo legally feiz’d of Whitehall, 


36 
For a Dial the place is too unfecure, 
Since a Guard & a Garden could not onedefend ; 
For fo near tothe Court they will not endure, 
Any more to know how their time they mifpend. 


4, ( Fleet, 
Were thefe Deals then in ftore for fheltring our 
When the King in Armada to Portfmonth did fail? 

Or the Bifhops and Treaforer did they agree’t, 
To repair with fuch Riff-raff the Churches old 
(Pale ? 


5s. Now 
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rt 

Now to comfort the Heart of the old Cavalier, 
The late King on Horfeback is here to be fhewn ; 

What ado with the Kings and Statues is here ? 
Have we not had enough already of one? 


6. 
Does the Treas’rer think Men fo legally tame, 
When the Penfions are ftopt to be fool’d with a 
(fight ? 
No : ‘tis forty to one, if he play on his Game, 
But he'll thortly reduce it to Forty and eight. 


oF 
The Trojan Courfer,tho not of Brafs,but of Wood, 
Had within him an Army that burnt°down the 
However ’tis ominous, if underftood, © (Town; 
For the old King on Horfeback is but half a 
(Crown. 


But his Brother-in-laws Horfe had got much repute, 
That the Treafurer thought fit to try it agen s 

And inftead of a Market of Herbs and of Fruit, 
He will here keep a Market of Parliamentmen. 


9. 
But why is the Work fo long at a ftand? 
Such things you fhould never, or fuddenly do, 
As the Parliament twice was prorogu’d to your 
| sien, sonia Da 
Will you venture fo long to prorogue the King 
(too ? 
10. 
Let us have a King, be he new, be he old, 
Not. V’yner delay’d us fo, tho he was ee. ‘ 
fe) 
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Tho the King be of Copper, and Danby of Gold, | 
Shall the Treas rer of Guineas grudg us fach a 
(Token ? 


bys 
The Hufwifery Treafurefs fure’s grown very wife, 
Who fo lib’rally treated the Members at Supper ; 
She thinks not convenient to go to the price, 
That we lofe both our King, our Horfe,and our 
(Crupper. 
i ) ety 
When for fo many Parties weare to provide, 
To buy a King is not fo wife as to fell ; 
But however, the faid, it can’t be deny’d, 
But a Monarch of Gingerbread will do as well. 


’ 13 | | 
The Treafurer told her, he thought fhe was mad, 
And his Parliament-Roll withal did produce, 
Where he fhew’d herthat fo many Votes he then 
Chad, 
As would the next Seffions reimburfe him with 
ian: (Ufe. 


14. 
So the Statute will up after all this delay ; 
But toturn theFace to’ards Whireball you muft 
fhun 3 
Tho of Brafs, yet for grief, it will melt foon away, 
To behold ev’ry day fuch a Court, fuch a Son. 
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A Ballad, calld the Hay-market Hleétors. 


T, 
i Sing a woful Ditty, 
Of a Wound that long will fmart-a ; 
Giv’n, the more’s the pity, 
In the Realm of Aagha Charta. 
Youth, Youth, thou’dft better bin flain by thy Foes, 
Than live to be hang’d for cutting 4 Nofe. 


3: 
Our good King C- ——— the Second, 
Too flippant of Treafure and Moiftires 
Stoop’d from the Queen infecund, 
Toa Wench of Orangeand Oyfter. 
Confulting his Catzo, he found it expedient, 
To-engender Don Fokus on Nell the Comedian. 


2. 
The leach'rous Vain-glory, 
Of being lim’d with’ Majefty, 
Mounts up to fuch a Story, 
. This Bitchington Travefty; 
That to equal her Lover, the Baggagemuft dare 
Tobe Helen the Second, and Caufeof a War. 


4.. 
And he our anyrous Jove, 
By it While fhe lay dry-bobb’d under, 
at To repair the Defeét of his Love, 
i Muyft lend her his Lightning and Thunder. 


ashi csnctraipinenetanssesiBsoreeennee nn te 


And 
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And for one Night proftitutes to her Commands ae 
His Monmouth, Life-Guards, 0 Brian and Sands. a 


5. | 
And now all fear of the French, Lae 
And the prefling need of Navy, Hn i, 

Are dwindled into a {alt Wench, 
And Amo, Ama, Amavi. 
Now he’ll venture his Subfidy fo he Cloven may fee, 
In Female Revenge, the Nofe of Coventry. 


6. ; 
O ye Hay-Market Hectors, oe 
How came you thus charm’d, | 
To be the Diflectors 
Of one poor Nofe unarm’d ? 
Unfit to wear Sword, or followa Trumpet, 
That would brandifh your Knives at the word of a 
( Strumpet. 


7. 
But was’t not ungrateful, 
In Monmouth, Ap Sidney, Ap Carlo, 
To contrive an Ac fo hateful, 
O Prince of Wales by Barlow ? 
For fince the kind World.had difpens’d with bY 
( Mother, 
Might he not well have {par’d the Nofe of ohn 
( Brother ? 
8. 
Beware all ye Parliamenteers, 
How each of his Voice difpofes : 
Bab May inthe Commons, C.Rex in the Peers, 
Sit telling your Fates on your Nofes ; 
And decree, at the mention of every Slut, ay 
Whofe Nofe fhall continue, and whofe fhall be cut. \ 


F 3 9. If 
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Sve 
If the Sifter of Rofe 
Be a Whore fo anointed ; 
That the Parliament’s Nofe 
Mult for her be disjointed ? 
Then fhould you but name the Prerogative Whore, 
How the Bullets would whiftle, the Cannons 
( would roar! 


= ee 


A nw Ballad, to an old Tune, calla, 
Tam the Duke of Norfolk, &c. 


F, 
Am a fenfelefs thing, with a Hey, with aH Ys 
| Men call me a King, with a Ho: 
Tomy Luxury and Eafe, 
They brought mie o’re the Seas, 


Ty 


With a Hey Tronny Nonny Nonny no.’ 


2. 
I melt away their Treafure, witha Hey, c. 
And fwive at my Pleafure, with a Ho; 
Their Women, and their Coin, 
Are now become all mine, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


3, 
With aCourt, and a Stage, with a Hey, ¢c. . 
‘I corrupted the Age, witha Ho: ~~ 

The Nation once were Men, 
But now are Slaves agen, 
With a HeyTronny, &c. 
” ) 4. Let. 
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4. 
Let the Bankers break, with a Hey, ce. 
And the City fneak, with a Ho; 
Pve got a pack of Knaves, 
Who will ride the dull Slaves, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


$- 
Let the Commons fearch for Plots,with a Hey, ec. 
And the Lords fit like Sots, witha Ho: 
If my Brother, and my Whore, 
Say the word, they’re no more, | 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. ey 


6. 
They pull’d my Army down, witha Hey, ec. 
And fo they would my Crown, with a Ho: 
But to prevent that Chance, 
I’ve fold it all to France, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


7° 
And while they all give ear, witha Hey, Gc. 
~ To what Oats and Bedlowe {wear, with a Ho; 
With Mirth | burft my Gall, 
To fee the Rafcals fham ’em all, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


= 
i 


8. 
Twas aBlaft of Royal Breath, with a Hey, Gey 
Gave Godfrey his Death, with a Ho: 
*T was contrivd by the Elf, 
My Brother, and my felf, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


Sone 


F 4 g. My 


W 
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9. 
My Minifters of State, witha hey, @c. 
ei Whom {damn to make ’em great, with a ho; 
Hi Let ’em ufe their wifeft skil} 
He 4 I’m true Sir Martin {till, 
With a Tronny, &c. 


? 


10, 
And now to let you fee, with 3 hey, @c. 
What Miracles there can be, witha ho : 
The Head of the Church 
Left the Body in the lurch, 
With a Troany, &c. 


rT. 
Damn the Good Old Canfe, witha hey, @e. 
Religion and its Laws, with a ho: 
I {corn to bear the Sway 
By an Englifh way, 
With aTronny, &c. 


12, 
Let the Gentry groan, witha hey, ce. 
0 With the Weight of my ‘Throne, witha ho: 
iy I care not a ftraw 
For the old Fop Law, 
With a Tronny, &c, 


13, 
While the French take Towns). with ahey, &c, 
And the Seamen get Wounds, witha ho; 
| I havea French Arfe 
ai For my unruly Tarfe, 
ata With @ Tronny, &c, 


¥ 
5 
| 


14. And 
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14. 
And tho my Father, like a Fool, withahey, &c. 
Loft his Life, to fave his Soul, with aho; 
Pil not quit my prefent Love, 
Fora Martyr's place above, 
With a hey Tronny nonny nonny no. 


SATYR 


Be long the wife Commons have been in de- 
( bate 

Bout Mony and Confcience, thofe Trifles of State, 

While dang’rous Grievances daily encreafe, 

And the Subject can’t riot in Safety and Peace; 

Unlefs, as againft Jri(h Cattel before, 

You now make an Act againft Irifh Whore. 

The Colts black and white, Clanbrazie and Cox, 

Invade us with Impudence, Beauty and Pox : 

Each carries a Pate no Man can oppofe, 

Without Lofs of his Heart, or Pall of his Nofe. 

Is it juft that with Love cruel Death fhould confpire, 

And our Tarfes beburnt by our Hearts taking fire ? 

There’s no end of Communion, if humble Be- 

(lievers 

Muft be damn’d in the Cup like unworthy Re- 

| (ceivers. 


The 
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The Queen's Ball. 


Eform,Great Queen,the Errors of your Youth, 
And hear a thing you never heard,call’d Trath. 
Poor private Balls content the Fairy Queen ; 
You matt dance, and dance damnably to be feen. 
ill-natur’d little Goblin, and defign’d 
For nothing but to dance and vex Mankind, 
What wifer thing could our great Monarch do, 
Than root Ambition out by fhewing you ? 
You can the moft afpiring Thoughts pull down : 
For who would have his Wife to have his Crown ? 
With a white Vizor you may cheat our Eyes ; 
You know a black one would be no difguife. 
See in her Mouth a {parling Diamond fhine, 
Thefirft good thing that e’er came from that Mine, 
Heav’n fome great Curfe upon that Hand difpenfe, 
That for th’encreafe of Nonfenfe takes ic thence. 
How gracefully fhe moves, and ftrives to lug 
3 weight of Riches that may fink the Pug! 
uch Fruit ne er loaded {fo deform’d a Tree ; 
Her Jewels may be match’d, but never fhe. 
if bold Aeon in the Waves had feen 
In fair Diana’s room our Puppet Queen, 
He would have fled ; and in bis full career, 
For greater hafte, have wifh’d himfelf a Deer ; 
Prefer’d the Bellies of his Dogs to hers, 
And thought ’em the more cleanly Sepulchers. 
What ftupid Madman would not chufe to have 
The fettled Reft and Silence of a Grave, 
Rather than fuch a Hell, which always burns, 
And from whom Nature forbids all Returns 2. 
Orm——d 
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Orm—d looks paler now than when he rid ; anak 
Your Vifit frights him more than Tyburn did. Tah 
Fear of your coming does not only make aa 
Wor—r’s wife Marquifs, but his Houfe too fhake, 
What will be next, unlefs you pleafe to go 

And dance among your Fellow-friends below ? 
Thereas upon the Stygian Lake you float, 

You may o’erfet and fink the laden Boat ; 
While we the Fun’ral Rites devoutly pay, 

And dance for joy that you are danc'd away. 


—————ew 


Queries and Anfwers from Garraway’s a 
(offee-boufe. og 


; Hether Father Patrick be not Muckle 

a W fohn’s natural Son ¢ 

A. As certain as Harry Bennet is Marquifs Hamil- 
ton’S. | 

Q. How many Maids of Honour has the Queen ? 

A, One and a half. 3 | 

Q. Whether ’twas not politickly done to banith 

“Hyde, and puta Blue Garter on Harry Bennet ? 

A. The Matter is well amended by it. 

Q. Whether fhall Maynard be belt pleas’d with 
the Duke of Adonmouth, or to play at Flats with og 
the Lady Betty Howard? ig 

‘A. Don Carlos is pleas 'd with neither of their A- i} 

~ mours. 

Q. Whether the Dutch be not an ingenious People ? 

A. O yes; and in time will learn to fight at Sea. 

@. Whether the Houfe of Commons be not JZon- 

*~ Aram borrendwm, notwithftanding Ld Clifford has 

given up his white Staff? ae 
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4. A Vite fhall try when they fitagain. 

Q. Whether Mris. Churchill or Lady Bellafyfe be 
the greater Beauty ? 

A. A Turd’s as good for a Sow as a Pancake. 

Q. Whether a Nation can thrive that’s govern’d 
by de Whore, de Pimp, and de Baftard ? 

A. The King’s Jefter’s Wife fwears, *tis impofli- 
ble. 

Q. What fort of Projector is the greateft Fop ? 

4. He that thews the King how he’s cheated in his 
Revenue, and how to remedy it. 

Q. How came Mountague to gain the Widow from 
Savill ? 

A, The one was witty in going to bed; the other 
wifer in cutting the Bell-rope. 

22. How often has Mrs. Kirk fold her Daughter 
Dyes Maidenhead, before the Lord of Oxford 
marry d her? 

A. Ask the Prince, and Harry Fermin, 

Q. Whether it be equal Juftice, that Harry Sydney 
who ftole the Mare, fhould be reftor’d to Court, 
and Harry Kiligrew continue banifh’d, who did 
but hold the Stable-door while the other putthe 
Bit in her Mouth ? 

A. This is refer?d to the Duke to decide. 

Q. Whether it be an Office of Truft or Profit to 
be Treafurer to the Indigent Officers ? 

A. Sir Fobn Bennet made a Supper laft Shrove- 
Tuefday coft feven hundred Pounds. 

2. When fhell Don Carlos be made a Lord ? 


“ee 


4, About two a Clock in the Morning when the — 
O 


PY 


Duke of Buckingham has din’d. 

&. Who deferves beft to be'made’a Lord, Bab 
May, or Lory Hyde ? Ord 

A. Prince Maurice. 


2. Whe- 
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Q. Whether it be fcandalous to be madea Whore, aly 
or not ? j H) 
A. Not after Creation. 
. What made our late Admiral more couragious 


than ever ? 
A, He has been always fo fince his Head was o- 


pen’d. 


Advertifement of a Sale of chotce Goods, 


On Tuefday the oth of January, will be fold i I 
by Inch of Candle, at the Royal Coffee- ar 
_ houife near Charing-Crofs, thefe feve- 


ral Goods in Parcels, viz. 


Lot. NE whole Piece of the Dutchefs of 

1. Cleveland’s Honelty, Willow-green, at 

a Crown per Yard, to.advance 2 4. per’ Yard 
each bidding. 

2, Twenty four Ells of Wed Gusn’s Virginity, in AW 
three Pieces, 1 yellow, 2 black, fulh yard / & 
broad, and a little better, at 35. per Yard, | Ey 
to advance 24. each bidding. 

3. Tworich Royal Camlet Clokes, faced with 
the Proteftant Religion, very little the worfe 
for wearing, valued at 4/, to advance half a 
Crown each bidding. 

4. Three Remnants of the fame at the like price, 
to advance in like manner. 

5. Two whole Pieces of the Duke of Backing- f 
ham’s Religion; 7 Quarters wide, the one of iW 
white, the other of black, at. 50 Shillings | "4 

per 


7$ 
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per Piece, to advance a Penny each bid- 


ding. 


. Fourteen Yards and three Quarters of the 
Chancellors Loyalty, in five Remnants; the 
firft of his late Majefty’s Colour; the fecond 
Orange-Tawney; the third of Praife-God 
Bare-Bone’s , the fourth of the Proteétor’s 5 the 
fifth of his prefent Majefties Colours; priz’d 
ata Noble per Yard, to advance 2 »s. per 


Yard. 


- Some Remnants more ready mixt, and ft for 
the Loan, if the Chancellor live, and have the 
good luck to be permitted to exercife, 

- A Box of curious Legerdemains, with the 
Art of ftealing a Chancellor’s Head from the 
Block, and laying a Treafurer’s in the room. 
A new Invention of the Lord Chancellor’s, 
and the Lord St. fohus, valued at 10000 /. to 
advance go /. each bidding. | 

- Arare Cardinal’s Cap, brought from Rome by 
Merchant Patrick, at. the rate of three 
Crowns, to advance with indifcretion. Note, 
No body muft bid any thing till the Royal Fa- 
mily has had the refufal. 

» Two hundred weight of the Lord Arlington’s 
beft {weet-fcented cut and dry’d Loyalty, at 
2s. per Pound, 2 d. or thereabouts, to ad- 


vance each bidding. 


ut. Three Hogfheads more in the Leaf of the 


fame, at 7 4. per pound, to advance a Half. 


penny. 


12. One and twenty Pieces of fine French .Gold- 


colour'd Ell-broad Bribes of the Lord Trea- 
{urer’s, valu’d, while the Parliament fat, at 
fix hundred thoufand Pounds, to advance 


2000 f. each bidding. 


Vol. fT. State- Affairs. 79 


Lot. 
13. Four Dozen of French:new-fafhion'd Writs, 


r4. 


15. 


Ty. 


18. 


for the choice of fo many Members in Par- 
liament, in the places of thofe that are dead, 
all as good as new, never the worfe for u- 
fing, at 10 Groats per Dozen, to advance a 
penny per Dozen. 
Five or fix new Burgeflesin Parliament, among 
which are Alderman Backwell for Wendover, 
and Sir William Egerton for Wickbam, and ne- 
vern worn above one month by the Owners; 
coft at firft above 2000/, a Place, now to 
be fold for two dozen Bottles of Canary ad- 
vance. 
Thirty four refin’d Poftpon’d Bills, which are 
to be honeftly paid when the Devil’s blind ; 
amounts in the whole to 78.3604 at1o d. 
4 Pound, to advance a Penny each bid- 
ing. 


B, 
_ Contains Atol Davies, Fenny Farrar, Warcup, 


and ‘about a dozen Pair more of caft Jades, 
as good as ever Leg was laid over, tho by 
over-riding they have got atrick to throw 
and foil their Riders; bought of their Fa- 
thers for 1000/. a piece, now to be fold 
for half the Mony. 
A very fine Cabal-Cage, with five or fix Ca- 
nary-Birds in it; all of different Notes to 
make the better Confort. 
A very rich Cabinet, containing feveral rich 
Knick-knacks 3; among which is the laft Roy- 
al-Clap of his Highnefs by Carneges and 
many Rarities of ineftimable Value, which 
coft the Kingdom many thoufands of Pounds, 
but now may be bought at an eafy rate, by 
any that havea miad co fuch Commodities. 
19, Lwo 
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Lot, 


19. 


29, 


22. 


23. 


Two accurate Maps, one of the new Queen, 
and the other of making the Duke of A4on- 
mouth Legitimate, both fecundum artem, of 
the Chancellor’s own drawing, to be pre- 
{ented to the Parliament next Seflions, valu’d 
at his Neck, to advance at difcretion. 

Seven thoufand feven hundred fixty four Li- 
cences to Phanatick Preachers, valued at three 
Farthings, to advance proportionably. 


. Two Pieces of Superfine French A-la-mode, 


the oneof Popery, the other of Slavery, be- 
longing to his Grace the Duke of Bucks 5 
at prefent in Pawn, with his Sword and Belr, 
in Lombard-ftreet, valu’d at three Crowns; 
to be advanc’d and abated as the Bidding on 
both fides may be. 

Containing feveral Riding-Coats of the right 
true Blue Scotti(h Fidelity, laced with the Co- 
venant, and lined with Popery, made by the 
Lord Lauderdale’sown Taylor, may be worn 
either fide outmoft, as occafion fhall ferve ; at 
10d, Scottifh apiece, to advance a Farthing 
Sterling each bidding. 
Containing the Prizes taken by us in the 
Jate War, tho it coft many thoufands, befides 
the Blood of ten thoufand Men ; yet altoge- 
ther valu’d at 800 Guineas, to advance two 
Grains each bidding : Whereas the Datch have 
taken from us already the worth of three 
Millions in Merchandize and Shipping ; 
which may ferve as a good Demonftration 
how notably we fhall tame -and humble 
them, or our felyes, if the War conti- 
nue. 


24. Se- 


Vol. Ul.  State-Affairs. $i 


Lot. 
24, 


25. 


26. 


29° 


30. 


Seventy five Royal Baftards Boys'and Girls, 
feveral more in’ the Paunch, valwd at 50 
Guineas, to advance a. Guinea»each Bid- 


ding. 


Of the Papifis. 


Ontains all the Places and Offices. of 
Command, turn’d out of Imployment by 
Land and Sea, which tho they were all worth 
30001. per An. yet the guitted 1 imployments 
are {carce worth 3001. per dz. and thofe to 
be abated at Difcretion. 

Containing ‘Bril and Flufhing, and the a 
Province of: Zealand, worth ten Millions, a- 
bove two Millions our fhare, yet put t up at 
nine Nobles, nor that neither if France ia y 
no: to be advane’d ten Groatsa- bidding. 

An excellent fpick and fpan’ new AG of 
Grace, pardoning the Cabals and Coiners of 
Farthings, valu’d according to its worth, and 
to advance at.Pleafure. 

Three Pieces of rich Royal Sodomy and 
Inceft, curioully wrought by Madam Care- 
mel’s own hand, valu’d at'8000f. per An. to 
advance 800/..each bidding. 

Two whole Pieces of new-fafhion’d Para 
doxes, the one to fupprefs Popery by the 
Deftruction of the Proteftant Intereft abroad, 
and the other to maintain Liberty by raifing 
a Standing-Army at home, valu’d at 5000}. 
to advance with Difcretion, 

Three Viols ‘of rich-drawn Effence: th 
firft Leigh’s, Garraway’s and Meere’s Lo 


Vi 
G to 


$2 
Lot, 


dao 
» 
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to thear Country: The fecond the Earl of 
Anglefey's Love to Presbytery : The lait, of 
his Majelty’s Love to Fanaticks ; all valu’d at 
their intrinfick Worth, 

Two new Speakers of the Houfe of Com- 

mons; the firit a Fool, the fecond a Knave, 
valud at {carce worth the hanging, to ad- 
vance a Halter each Bidding, 
Two Potsof round found and well-pickled 
Proteftants; among whom are Sir Edwv,S—g, 
Sir Reb, Hol—s, the Marquifs of W-— “2 
Col. Fitz-Ger-- d, Col. L——g, and moft of 
the Ofiiccrs by Sea and Land, at 15 5. per Pot, 
to advance 5s. each Bidding, 

Containing the old folemn, League and Co- 
venant, his Majefty’s Declaration from Breda, 
with that of the 15th of Afarch 1671, his 
KXoyal Proclamation againft the Papifts, and 
his raifing the Bankers, with the prefent Sa- 
crament, valu’d together at five Groats. 

A new Set cf Irifh Whores, Heat in the 
near Leg before, but, abate that, found Wind 
and Limb, bought of my Lord Berk——y, and 
back’d by Bab. May, at 10007 to advance 
100 /, each Bidding. 

Four dozen of French Wenches, the one 
half made by his Majefty, to keep -him right 
to the Proteitant Religion; the other to in- 
cline him to the Catholicks, manag’d by the 
two factions of the Cabal, valu'd at 7000 /. 
per Dozen, to advance 1000 /. each Bidding, 

Three good-natur’d, -honeft, plain Pleni- 
potentiaries, that were mever guilty of the 
horrible Art of. Magick or Conjuring, fentto 
convince the World, chisfy the.French, that 

We 


% 
f 
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2 
Lot, | 
we are all well-meaning People, and have no 
Plots nor Defigns in our Undertakings, va- 
lu’d at five Farts and a half, to advance a 
Fart each Bidding. 
37, The Trade and Manufacture of the Kings 
dom, twice as good as the Land thereof, va- 
Ju’d at a lumping Pennyworth, at 29 Millions, 
now to be fold for the tenth Penny, with con- 
fiderable Abatement for each Bidding. 


A Pofi-fcript of Books to be. fold by 
Mr. Ogilby im White-Friers. 


Eventy four Articles of War, inJarge Impé- 
rial Paper, tranflated out of French by Sir Ne- 
ceffity Jenkins, and by him prefented'to his Majeity, 
to fupply the Defeét of the impotent impanated 
Magna Charta, and for the more expeditious Im- 
provement of the’Royal Art of hanging, draw- 
ing and quartering, without the help of Jories. 
The Life and Death of the ever renowned and 
not to be forgotten Fobhn Felton, written by mali- 
cious Mat. Clifferd, and dedicated to his Grace the 
Duke of Backs. 
A learned and profound: Treatife of the Black 
Art, with a plain and eafy method how to conjure 5 
written by Adonfiewr the extravagant Shepherd of 


St. Clow, for the particular Information of the — 


Duke of 7 ——k, and for as many of the Royal 
Family as love to conjure. 

The Art of making Brick without Straw writ- 
ten by Stephen Primate, the Lord Craven’s Secretary. 


G 2 of 


°f the burnt Buildings: wherein is fhewn a cheap, 
eafy and expeditious way for building any part of 
the City whenever it fhall be burnt again; in- 
tended for the Queen-Mother, but fince dedica- 
ted to his Catholick Highnefs the Duke of T—. 

Articles of Agreement between Scaramouchi 
and the Freich Embailador, the Earl of Sund— d, 
publifh’d to convince the World he has not mif- 
pent his time’: Whereutito is’ added his Apolog' 
for his-giving’ place to the Princes of the Blood, 

‘or his lofing 2z000/. at Play, which was the 
of his Sicknefs, and of his neglecting 
THE. 
King €-——s the Second, with 
the wittysPranks of making ‘Knights of the Le- 
gends: Written by Toby Rufian, Hiftoriographer 
Royal. 

A {trict Treaty. between France and England, 
being a factions Novel ; written by his Grace the 
Duke of Bucks at the Freach Camp at Here/ivyke, 
Faly the. 16th 1672. fince turned into Heroick Verfe 
by Yobn Dryden, Poet Laureat, and now known 


by the Name of the Conqueft of England. 


reenact a 


His M——y’s moft Gracious Speech to.both 
Houfes of P——t. 


My Lordsiand Gentlemen: 


: | Told you at our laff Meeting,the Winter was'the 


fitteft time for Bufinefs, and truly I thought fo 
till my Lord Treafurer aflur’d me the Spring was 
the belt Seafon for Sallads and Subfidies: J rope 
there- 
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therefore that April will not prove fo unnatural a 
Month as not to-afford fome kind Showers on my 
parch’d Exchequer, which gapes for want of them. 
Some of you perhaps will think it dangerous to 
make me too rich; but | donot fear it, for I pro- 
mife you faithfully, whatever you give me, I will 
always want; and altho in other things my Word 
may be thought a flender Authority, yet in that 
you may rely upon me, 1 will never break it. 

My Lords and Gentlemen, I canbear my Straits 
with Patience; ‘but my. Lord-Treafurér does pro. 
teft to me, that the Revenue, as if now {tands, will 
not ferve him and me too; one of us mnuit pinch 
for itif youdo not helpme. I mutt {peak freely 
to you, | am under Circumftances, for befides 
my Harlots in Service, my Reformado Concubines 
lic heavy upon me. J have a paflable good Eftate 
I confefs, but ( Guds-fifh) I have a great Charge 
upon’t, Here’s my Lord-Treafurer can tell, that 
all the Mony defign’d for next Summer’s Guarcs 
muft of neceflity ‘be apply’d: to the next year's 
Cradles and Swaddling-Clothes. . What fhall we 
do for Ships then ? I hint this only to you, ‘it being 
your bufinefs not mine. I know by experience I 
can live without Ships; I liv’d ten years abroad 
without,and never had my Health better inmy Life? 
But how you will be without I leave to your 
{elves to judg, and therefore ‘hint this only by 
the by, I do not infift upon it.. There’s another 
thing [ muft prefs more earneftly, and that is this; 
It feems a good part of my Revenue will expire 
in two or three years, except you will be pleasd 
to continue it. Ihave to fay for’, Pray why did 
you give me fo much as you have done, unlefs 
you refolve to give on as faft as [ call forit? The 
Nation hates you already for giving fo much, ne 
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will hate you too if you do not pive me more ; 
o that if you ftick not to me, you’ muft not have 
a Friend in England. On the other hand, if you 
will give me the Revenue I defire, I fhall be able to 
do thofe things for your Religion and Liberty, 
that I have had long in my thoughts, but cannot 
efiect them without a little more Mony to carry 
ne through: Therefore look to’r, and take no- 
tice, that if you do not make me rich enough to 
undo you, it fhal] lie at your doors; for my part 
I wafh my hands on’c. But that t m3y gain your 
good Op: nion, the beft way is to acquaint you 
what ! have done to deferve it out of my Royal 
Care for your Religion and your Property. > For 
the firft, my Proclamation is a true Picture of my 
Mind: He that cannot, as in te Glafs, fee my Zeal 
for the Church of England, does not deferve any 
farther Satisfaction, for I declare him wilful, abo- 
minable, and not good. Some may perha ps be 
itartled and cry ———~ How comes this fudden 
Change? To which I aniwer, Lama Changeling, 
and that’s fufficient I think. But to convince Men 
farther that | mean what I fay,°there are thefe 
Arguments. 

Firft, I tell you fo, and you know I never break 
my Word. 

Secondly, My Lord Yreaturerfays fo, and he 
never told Lie in his Life. 

Thirdly, My Lord Laud—~—le will undertake it 
for me, and IT fhould be loth by any Act of mine 
he fhould forfeit the Credit he has with you. If 
you defire more Inftances of my Zeal, I have ’em 
for you. For Example, 1 have converted my Na- 
tural Sons from Popery; andi may fay without 
Vanity, . was my own Work, fo much the more 
pect pliarly:mihethan the bepgtcing them. es oa 

fe) 
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do ones Heart good to hear how prettily George 
can.read-already in- the Pfalcer.. They are all 
fine Children, God biefs ’em, and fo dike me in 
their Underftandings. But, as 1 was faying, I 
have to pleafe you given a Penfion to your Pa- 
vorite my Lord Land——le; not fo much that f 
thought he wanted it, as that you would take it 
kindly. I have made Carwe Dutchefs of Per f- 
mouth, and marry d her Sifter to the Earl of 
P——ke, I have at my Brother's requeft fent my 
Lord Jnchequin into lade to fettle the Prote- 
{tant Religion among the Advers, and an Eng ali fh 
Intereft at Tangier. I have made C--m Bifhop of 
Durbam, and, at the firft word of my Lady “Porkfe 
mouth, Prideauzx Bifhop of Chicheffer. | know not 
for my. part what factious Men would haves but 
this | am fure of, my Predecellors never did any 
thing like this to gain the good-will of their Sub- 
jects. So much for -your Religion, and now for 
your Property. 

My Behaviour to the. Bankers is a publick In- 
ftance, and the Proceedings between Mrs. Alyde 
and Mrs. Sutton, for private ones, are fuch con- 
vincing Evidences, that twill be needlefs to fay 
any more to't. 

1 muft now acquaint you, that by my Lord 
Treafurer’s Advice | have made a confiderable Re- 
trenchment upon my Expences in Candles and 
Charcoal, and. do nor intend to {top theres but 
will, with your help, look into the late Embezel- 
ments of my Drippingspans and Kitchin-ftull; of 
which, by the way; upon my Confcience, neither 
my Lord Treafurer, nor my Lord Laud — le are 
guilty. I tell you my Opinion, ‘but if you fhould 
find them dabling in that bufinefs, 1 tell-you plein- 
ly, I leave ’em to you; for I would have the 
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ie i) worl to know I:aminot a ‘Man to be cheated. 
| / Lords and Gentlemen, 1 defire you to bee 
lieve me as you have found me ; and I do folemnly 
iM . promife yous that whatfo ever you give me fhall be 
ih {pecially manag’d. with the fame Conduct, Troft, 
ee Sincerity and Prudence that I have ever practis’d 
| hi. tince My happy Reltorat tion é 
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T E Lords and Commons having had ‘their 


(Doom, 
The banifh’d Rome ms now fupply their room ; 
\ And in full Herds they publi ckly appear, 
Bearding both e Pro teftant and Presbyter. 


. J 
Yet do not fo refent the foul A ffront, 
To take up Arms, ant make Rebellion on’t : 
or 2 not ileep, but by the Drum and Fife, 
eep thy Throat froth bloody Jefuits Knife: 
Ke ho Murder be in-us a ue 2 Fact, 
In ho ly Priests ttf isa holy A@. 
Ml If Prieft and ae be confecrated then, ) 
a) By Blood and Maflacre they Heaven win: 
While Sra chanconltl aradahate for the fameSin. § 
Who would not bea facred Prieft to Rome, 
Since they can fave or give eternal Doom? 
ili Make Virtue damn’d, and meritorions Vice 
hep ‘The ey {natch’d from Hell, and fent to Paradife, 
mie And more to confirm their farther Glory, 
They call and take a touch in Purgatory. 
Now that ¢ ib Bugbear Parliament is fled, 


i Bold were the Man durit fay that Godfrey's dead = 
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That i’th’Queen’s Slaughter-houfe his Blood was 
( thed, 
Or fhe confent to have him murdered, 
Or who dares fay the Temple was on fire, 
By the contrivance of fome Prieft or Fry’r ? 
To burn Commiffions hid in Lauzgharn’s' Room, 
To blind the Plot, and clear the Lords of Rome. 
O Parliament moft weak, that could’ft not fee, 
Thy felf diflolv’d by thy own Treachery ! 
Contending with thy King, his Laws and Pow’r, 
Intrenching on’s Prerogative each hour; 
Flying ith’Face of his Supremacy, 
With fawcy Privilege and Liberty, 
Had ever Men fuch reafon to comply, 
When evn the Nation’s Ruin is fo nigh? 
Had you been wife, and given the King a Sum, 
¥ou might have had your {winge at bloody Roe, 
Finding no Coin, we cannot find the Plot; 
The Jefuits have the Bag, and fo ’tis not. 
The Prieft quick-fighted wifely did the Feat, 
Made thee thus little, and himfelf thus great; 
And well he might, when York, was in the Cheat. > 
The Serpent’s Seed is now abroad agen, 
Great Hell’s Long Parliament is rais’d from’s Den, 
To teach young Colt his black, Rebellion, 
Form’d and begot by the old damn’d Stallion, 
Whofe pregnant Iffue’s quick and nimble Sence 
Exactly copies the Sire’s Impudence ; 
Treading hisSteps with full and violent Force, 
Flies in the Face of Majefty in courfe : 
The young out-throws the old at leaft a Bar, 
For he but only ’gainft the King made War. 
This ftart-up Bold in big and thund’ring Words, 
Beards both the King, his Bifhops, and his Lords, 
And would affume at once, and at one hour, ! 
The Royal Office, and the Sovereign Pow’r. 


D—by’s : 
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D—by’s the firft thall to the Slaughter go; 
>Tis we, the Commons, do command it fo. 
As King and Peers were Shepherds in the State, 
And they the only Figaresof Debate. 
Traitor and Parliament do feem twa Things, 
But cqual is the venom of their Sings. | 
Againft Prerogative they plead Privilege, 
That fatal By: blow with a double Edg, 
The Pride o’th’ Parliament,the Countrys Pledg ; 
By which they’r jilted,and ne’er thought a Carle, 
The Commons and the Countries tender Nurfe ; | 
And for their Health they let em Blood ith’ 
( Purfe. 
You cal].¢? account what Men with Mony have 
(done: 
Let me ask you where all your Wifdom’s gone ? 
’Tis plain to Foreign Monarchs you have none. 
Where is it then ? with you twas left in truft ; 
Come you to th’ Bar, and proveif you are jutft. 
The Court has.fworn it ne’re thall harbour there, 
W ifdom’s a Burden fit for Beafts to bear : 
The City does not value it ith’ leaft, 
Becaufe it does not bring them Intereff. 
The Clergy are fo full, fo ftuff’d with Grace, 
There is no room for Wifdom in that Place. 
The Lawyers have fuch knavith Quirks & Tricks, 
That Wifdomfcorns with fuch bafe Drof{s to mix : 
By fearch we've found what Perfon let it pafs, 
Ir was exhaufhed as the Treafure was. 
The Chancellor has confefs'd, with much ado, 
it was embezel’d in a Speech Or two. 
Th’ infatuated 7ews, their Senfe being gone, ? 
Make War among themfelves,and {till foughran, = 
Vil they were conquer'd by Die tall, o 
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So you fall out like fenfelefs Stones and Stocks, 
Flying at each other ev’n like Dogs at Cocks : 
To fatisfy your Pride you fplit on Rocks, 

You've made a Vote, the Land will arm the Sea, 
Becaufe the King and Peers will not obey 5 ul 
Your Engine Chiv’rell, has fet forth in brief, init 
Reafons why you ought tocommand in chief. | 
Vour Pride obftructs your Great Affair each Hour, 
By your too fawcy Privilege and Power. 

In fhort, your renown’d Character is this : 

A Curfe you’re tothe Nation, not a Blifs. 

The Honfe of Commons is the Rabble’s God, 

The Courtiers Scourge, the Bifhops Iron Rod, ¢ 
The Loftds Vexation, and the King’s by —. 


The D. of B’s Litany. 


g Roma proud fenfual Atheiftical Life; 
Fromarming our Lackeys with Piftol & Knife ; 
From murd ring the Husband,& whoring the Wife, 
Libera nos Domine. 
From going Ambaflador only as Panders 5 
From re-killing dead Kings by monftrousSlanders, A 
And betraying the Living in Scarland and Flanders, | 
| Libera nos, &c. 
From a wild rambling no-where Abode, 
Without Day or Night, not at Homenor Abroad 5 
From a Prince to unhorfe usin Dover Road, 
Liberanos, &c. 
From crowning the Herfe of our Babe of Adultery, 
Interr’d among Kings by a Lord of the Prelacy, 
Whom we got cafhier’d for carnal Arfery, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From 
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From felling Land, twice ten Thoufand a Year; 

All fpent, no Mortalican tell how, or where 5 

From reforming of Mingdoms likea fancify’d Peer, 
Libera “05, &C; ., 


From monftrous fucking, till both Tongues have 
C.blifter’d ; 
From making our Boaft of giving three Glyfterss 
By ving out Cl aps CO three ch bina Sifters, 
Libera nos, &c, 

From tranf{pofing Nature on our Bongars, 

On Kynaffon acting both Venus and. Mars, 

From owning twenty other mens Farce, 


Ltbera nos, &c. 
From | wnetelted Pafquils ‘gaintt Shadwel & Dryden : a 
Feo cafting Nativities with Learned Heyden, 
And ca afting of Dollars at Antwerp and Leyden, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From trembling at Sea, when not aGun roar’d, 
And then ftealin 1g On Shore by breaking our Word, 
With D—— if ever you catch me on | Board, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From being ftill cheated by the fame Undertakers, 
By Levellers,Bawds,Saints, Chymif ts,and Quakers, 
Who make us Gold-finders, and themfelves Gold- 
( makers, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From damning whatever we don’t underftand ; 
From purchafing at Dowgate,and felling the Strands 
From calling Streets by our Name, when: we have 
fold the Land, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From borrowing. our ownHoufe to feaft Scholars ill, 
And then be unchancellor’d againft our Will, 
Nought left of a College, but our College- hill, 
Libera nosy &c. 


From 
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From judging the Judges in a fenfelefs Speech ; a 
From following Ss——y that wriggling Leech, at 
Becaufe by turns both — the fame Bitch, 
Libera nos, &c. i 
From mortally hating all thofe that love us; 
From mimical acting all thofe above us, 
Till our Mafter at laft is fore’d to remove us, 
Libera nos, &C. 
From cringing to thofe we fcorn and contemn, 
.In hopes to be made the Citizens Gem, 
Who now fcorn us more than we e’er did them, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From beginning an execrable trayt'rous Health, 
To deftroy the Parliament, King, and himfelf, 
To be made Ducal Peer of a new Commonwealth, 
; Libera nos, &c. 
From changing old Friends for rafcally new ones ; ey 
From taking Wildman and Marvel for true ones 5 nn 
From wearing green Ribbans ’gainft him gave us | 
blue ones, 
Libera nos, &c 
From lodging at Court before we are fent for ; 
From felling fix Palaces for lefs than they rent for, 
And buying -f three Hillocks for the three Kings 
of Brentford, 
Libera nos, &ec 
From learning new Morals from Bedlam Sir Payton, 
And Truth and Modefty from Sir Ellis Layton, — 
From making our Heirs to be Aferrice and Clayton, 
Libera nos Domine. 
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+ Sion-Hill, College-Hill, and Clifton-Hill. 
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nh  Controverfial Letters between a fuppos'd 
Atheift, and J. D. Minifter of —-— 


in Surrey. 


‘{R Fobn, for fo in times preceding 
All Priefts were call’d, J find by reading : 
{ wonder what a Plague’s the Reafon, 
That you are given fo to Leafing ; 
For when at Tavern you forfook me, 
You faid, you’d come agen to look me; 
WA And yet you never made appearance, 
According to my old Experience. 
Itrufted you, becaufe a Parfon, 
But fuch acne, 1 fay, my A—— on; 
Neither to bring thy Snout nor Purfe in, 
G—-, you are hardly worth the curfing, 
‘Tis ftrange that you, whofe Zeal’s fo hot, 
Should break your Word for I know not what; 
When I, in whom but fmall Zeal known is, 
Still keep my Word cum viris bonis. 
Such whofe Throats whole Bumpers {wallow, 
As if they were made glib with Tallow : 
And could thy Glafs fo foon be empty, 
; Thou need “ft not preach while L.tell twenty : 
(ne For you by Meafure tell your ‘Tale, 
iat As well as Tapiter fells his Ale: 
Eee But he, fly Rogue! has got a trick, 
a\) To cheat Mankind with Froth and Nick. 
an And why mayn’t you, now he has taught ye, 
7. By half the Glafs inftruét the Naughty ? 
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Few words are beft, the Preacher tells you, test 
Tis Pride that to fo many fwells you : | 
And cthere’s:a word, be fure you {cape it, | 
Viz, Loguiiun’qut panca fapit. | 
But now ———— meee 
1 would relate fome pleafant Paflages, 

Could | but mix my Lines like Saufages 5 

And hang ’em fo toone another, 

That one ; might be drawn in by t’other: : a. 
Yet come, Il venture at ’em bolder, 

And bring? em in by head and fhoulder. 

As Debtor often is:by Bayly, 

Becaufe he does of Payment faib:you: 

And thus have at it: Mrs. Adary, 

Who usd to be fo coy and wary, 

Is marry’d, mauger her Ambition, © 

To one whofe beit Name is Moficiat. 

But Truth to tell, and folve the Riddle, 
Vis one that dives, Jack, by his Fiddle. 

W hich when I heard) i went to vilit her, 
About old Stories to ‘folicit here: 

And offer’d her a Gown, or{o Sir, 

To manage hers but fhe cry dyiNoiSir. 
Tho in few days, when Gold was tender’d, hen 
Kind Rogue! fhe quietly furrender’d. i 
Almighty Gold! that his no Equal, | 
As you will find, Sack, by the Sequel, 

I forc’d the Fidler to adminifter 

His Wife tome, by-means moft finifter : 
Nay more, to make our Joys fublime, 
He play’d, while we in Bed kept Time. 


And when we had enough o’th’ Fiddles: ' y, | 
Hecame to Bed, whichfeems a Riddle, C mnt 
And {till his Wife Jay in the middle. | °°’ 2 | 
Was not this rare | red void of Sorrow ? | 
Give it me, tho die to morrow. | | 
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But you for length of days make Pray’r 

i Tho they be fill’d with Grief and Care. 
te When I in one Week, Fack, dolive 
| More than thy Life-time can retrieve. 
Ne Is’t not a tirefom piece of Nonfenfe 
ti To talk of Heav’n, of Hell and Confcience, 
AY Words only feign’d to help the Law 

i) To keep the Multitude in aw. 
Would it not make one mad to fee 
How damnably you difagree? 
To think how much you Priefts do vary ? 
The Catholick fays Ave-AMary. 
The Engh{(h Churchman does refufe it, 
And the damn’d Puritan abufe it, 
Thus you have differently difplay’d 
oe in Mafquerade, 
And live by it as by a Trade. 
This Talk perhaps you ftrange will think, 
But now I’m call’d away to drink, 
And have no leifure to excufe it, 
Therefore I pray once more perufe it. 
And if you finda Thought too bold is, 
Tell it your Friend A, O. 
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Second LETTER. 
The Parfon's. Anfwer. 


Alex. OR, your ungodly Letter 
I muft confefs I am: your Debtor ; 
aii Which I’ve obligd:my felf to anfwer, 
ai, To keep you from the Devil your Grandfire. 
i) Then be noteangry I befeech you, 


If better I pretend to teach sn 
| And 
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And now to turn you 4rfi-verfie, 

For which I fcarce expect Gramercy, 
You know much better than you mention ni 
Of Priefts the damnable: Dullenfion ; i) 
Which I perceive fo much affects you, 4 
That to meer Atheifim it directs you. i 
But know, thou Man of Maggot gentle, | 
Thy Time and Humours are both {pent ill; 

With Wheedles ftriving to cajole ale 
Thy Reafon, and to damn thy Soul. 7 ea 
For tho fo much we difagree, 

Yet all believe a Deity: 

Nor doubt we of Heav’n, Hell or Confcience, ae 
All which you treat as downright Nonfenfe. | 
And you would force your felf to credit, 

Meerly becaufe your felf has faid it. 

O? may be you have been too bold in 

Pleafures, you're loth to be controul’d in; 

And fo are willing to be thinking 

There is no Heav’n but Punch and Drinking : 

Which if you thought a Hell attending, 

You would no doubt full foon be mending. 

This will, becanfe ’tis void of ranting, 

Appear to you a fort of Canting 5 ine 
And by your Maggot Inftigation, it 
To fcorn us give you frefh Occafion 3 

Since I better do defend 

Thofe Truths which I to teach pretend. 

But let it pafs; Judg what you will on’t, 

I'm ftill refolv’d not to be filent. 

Think then, dear Friend, if you to morrow 
Were to return the Breath you borrow, 

Could you with Refolution mighty é 
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Leave all thofe Follies that delight you, 
Without a thought chat might affright you? 
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Then when your Soul goes to inherit 
Rewards, your Actions juftly merit ; 
And has a Profpect, tho too late, 

Of what muft ever be its Fate; 

Condemn’d in the fame Flefh to find 

Pains for the Pleafures left behind : 

J aftly t they’re both alike tormented, 
‘Caufe both on Earth alike confented. 
Dear Rogue, believe now I’m ferions 
In what I fay, there’s nothing various. 
But grant it were not fo, yet furely 
It were but dying more fecurely. 
Believe it then, left you fhould know 
By {ad Experience it is fo. 

And now to fhew you I'll not fpare you, 

I will proceed to Mrs. Mary; 

Whofe eafy Conqueft you repeated, 
As if you had all Heli defeated. 
< icafant Victory to brag on! 

Di id fhe engage you like a Dragon, 
With Sting in Tail, prepar’d with Poifon ? 
Why this you mibit ‘have made a noife on : 
But fince {ie was no more than Woman, 
The Victory methinks is common. 

But fir of me you are complaining, 
Becaufe I was from you abftaining ; 

And urge my Promife to come to you, 
Which you could ne’er expect. 
Since 200 were fatisfy’d I knew you, 
For had | comes 
My Nofe had ne’er been made a Bridg on, 
And then be fare good night Religion. 

Reftlefg we’ad roul’d from-Crown to Mitre, 

Til] Paunch had made our Purfe the lighter 5 

And till we had in Circulation 

Been drunk with all the Wines in fafhion. 
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And thus more in one Week you live, 
Than all my Life-time fhall receive: 
Yet be advis'd,— 


Ho Aan eS 


And let no more your Follies guide you, 
But troft your Friend and Servant, aD 


Third LETTER. 
To the Parfon. 


Parfon + 

W's makes thee thus like filly Widgeon 
Debauch Burlefque with dull Religion ? 

Doft think, thou Coxcomb with a mnurrain, 

>Twas made for thee to keep a ftir in? 

That *twas defign’d for thee to prate on, 

And tellus Tales of dirty Satan? 

Now P——- upon thee, paulery Parfon, 

Thowft writ me word of true fence {carce one: 

But not to turn you topfy turvy, | 

As my Epiftle you do fcurvy ; 

I have beyond what you expected, 

To you in this my Thanks directed : 

The care you take to fave my Spirit, 

No lefs acknowledgment does merit. 

But O thou Man in Gofpel skilful, 

Thou talk’ft to meas bold and wilful, 

As tothe godly Wife of Farmer, 

When with thy noife thou mean’ft to charm her. 

But know, thou Heav'nly Pettifogger, 

Thefe will not fink into my Logger— 
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You know my meaning by my mumping, 
For good Wits ever willing be jumping, 

And Parfons Pulpit-Cufhions thumping. 

It lays more weight upon the Sentence, 
And hectors Folks into Repentance. 

And truth is, Thumps are much more weighty 
Than eny thing that they can fay to you, 
And I believe turn many Sinners, 

E{peci: ally if young beginners. 

But. Priefty hth know it it, I’m an old one 
In Vice, as thou fay’ft, and a bold one: 
Why fhould’ft thou Sap then to, abufe me, 
And to meer Godlinefs feduce me? 


1 q 


Lord! what a Que OR too wert ftarting ! 
You bid me > think my felf departing. 
Then ask me € if not thought would fright me: 2 
Yes eich it pla aguily would {pight me 

To leave this Life that does delight me. S 
My Aol, would think it much uneven, 

Should [ relinguifh her for Heaven, 


Since fhe for me has that neglected : ” 
You fee how much, Fack, Vm refpected ; > 
But why did’ft with her Tail infected ? Bi 


Thou doft becaufe I have her cock-fure, 
Defire that fhe may get the Pox fure. 

But let that pafs, and hear how neatly 
You preach to me a Devilith great Lie. 

Thy Soul, dear Friend, O have a care on’t, 
Will feel ftrange Pains in Hell I warrant, 
Becaufe fhe lets thy Flefh controul her, 

And on a bawdy Wench cajole her: 

For which thy Flefh too fhall know Sorrows, 
And bear a part in th’Hellifh Chorss. 
This is your Hell, you tell me whining ; 
Now hear how ’tis of my defining : 
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There fhall fome little huffing Demon, 

Whom you, ’tis like, did never dream on, 
Altho you were the greateft Bully, 

Put falfe Dice on you, as on Cully. 

There if you goa Wench to pick up, 

You fhall be plagu’d with fuch a Hickup, 
That for your Blood you fhall not utrer 

One word of Senfe to make her foutre, 

But if by chance you be fohappy, 

By facred D’avenant’s Nofe the’! clap you ; 
And for your Wine, drink little or much on’c, 
The devilith Quality is fach on’t, 
That ’cwill recal thofe Pleafures paft, 

Of which you ne’er again fhall tafte; 

Twill make you talk of Friend and Miftrefs, 
And lead you into plaguy Diftrefs : 

’Fis full of Brimftone, Tartar, Lime, 

Tis always rack’d, and never fine; 

And tho it ftill provoke your loathing, 

This either you muftdrink, or nothing. 
Thus I have told you my Opinion, 

Of footy Belzebub’s Dominion : ih: 

But you would ftretch my Faith’s Dimenfion, 
To credit Hell of your Invention, 

And counfel me to live demurely, 

That Imay die the more fecurely. 

But doft thou think ll balk the Humours 
Becaufe of thirfty hellifh Rumour ? 

No more, good Fobn, for all your lying, 
There is no Hell but that of dying : 

Unlefs 
To Men, and fuch I hope but few are, 

That do believe thy Searies true are : 

Such may indeed be ftrangely pond’ring 

On fome fad place to which they’re wand’ring, 
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And faith, methinks, thou fhouldft not fleep well, 
For thus diftracting filly People. 
| ] know this Letter will infpire 
ae Your Thoughts witha moft zealous Fire, 
ah And you will ftill at Rhyme be nibling, 
Bi And plague me daily with your Scribling, 
i ‘Till {am fore’d to fay, controul’d lies, 
tu Your Servant A, 0. 
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The Fourth LETTER. 
In Anfwer to the former. 


Dear Friend, 

OUR Letter I with grief peruafed, 

Finding therein Heav’n and your felf abnfed + 
Which yet. I hope is rather the Effect 
Of Humour, chanof eithera Neglect. 
However, left it may too aptly find 
A real Entertainment in your Mind, 
I have once more endeavour’d to revive 
Reafon, that may incite you to believe: 
But firft your timely Caution Pi commend, 
I'll ftile you lefs a Satyrift than Friend. 
For ‘tis prepofterous:to drefs, and fay 
Matters fo ferious, ina {tile fo. gay ; 
it Yt robs them of. their Weight and their Efteem, 
in Men waking fcorn the Terrors of a Dream. 
My, So becaufe I did great Concerns exprefs 
In too hight Meafures, theyto you feenrd lefs,: 
at But now an apter Style I chufe: to fhow, 
de How-little you to your great Reafon owe. 
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Reafon, 
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Reafon, that’s lent you fora better end, 

Than thus its Sacred Author to offend. 

Reafon that did again& it felf difpute, 

For which my Reafon I would yours confute. 

Reafon, that like a bafe and cunning Enemy, 

Does Faithin th’ Art, not ftrength of Mind defy : 
Why generous Faith, in parley much too weak, 

Stands fair to all the Blows its Force can make: 

Thefe mighty Rivals for thy Sou! difpute, 

Be valiant and reject bold Reafon’s Suit; _ 

That but an earthly Pleafure does propofe, 

This heav’nly Joys which you fhall never lofe. 
Say, if youcan, who was’c before your. Birth 
That gave you Life,or who twas made the Earth ! 
If all things, as you fay, of Nature be, 

Then you of Nature makea Deity. 

Ah! miferable wilful Ignorance, 

Thus to a God a Notion to advance. 

Is Holy Writ fo mean in your efteem, 

That you no more regard icthana Dream? 

Can you contemn its juit Authority, 

Rejecting all its Offers as a Lie ? 

Why fhould you think an honeft harmlefs Prieft 
Should thus defign to lead you in a Mift ? 
Werethere no God, why fhould not he, like you, 
Indulge himfelf in finful Pleafures too ? 

‘You think, perhaps, his dull Capacity, ? 
In flight of Reafon, cannot foar fo high, , 
As to confirm him in his Sophiftry. aN 
Does all the Learned World, but your good Sect, 
Wander in Paths to Truth moft indirect ??,, 
1m of opinion, you as probably 
May etr, aschofe that own a Deity. 
Does your proud Maggot fo abufe your Senfe, 
To make you think ours but a weak Pretence ? 
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And only yours the mighty Argument ? 

For fhame, of fo unjift a Pride repent. 

If dull Religion, -as you call it, be 

A Cheat, what need the A@ors difagree ? 

What need they différent Opinions frame, 

When they by one alone might reach the fame ? 

You'd not care how, fo you did win the Game. 

Strange Light of Nature, which your Will direéts 

Nothing to fee, but what your Light affeéts, 

But now I'm thinking of the Hell you made ; 

Ah! towhat future Grief you are betray’d’? 

To this, I fancy, with fome fmall amends, 

You, as to Heav’n, will recommend your Friends. 

Let but the Wine be good, and Gaming fquare, 
You'd not repine to live for ever there. 

And let the Mifs be found, and tis compleat, 

Thefe would to you be Joys divinely fweet. 

You'd with thofe fenfual Pleafures ever laft, 

And fear Eternity: made toomuch hafte. 

The old'Buifium would be too fevere, 

There diinking isnot A la-mode'l fear 
ut A¢abom 


3 

et’s Paradife comes very near. 
Howe’er it be, 
To keep your felf out of Fools Paradife ; 
There, I’m afraid, your felf at laft’ Youll find, 
Lead on by Reafon, that blind Guide Oth Mind. 
Thro Labyrinths. of Thought, and envious Ways, 
Tt will conduct you to the fatal Place, 
And leave youthere 
Naked-to Shame, to Horror, and Amaze: 
O then, ‘from fuch Idolatry refrain, 
To worthip the Chimeras of your Brain. » 
Make not your Faith your Reafon’s Sacrifice, 
Which only does prevail in Fallacies. 
Thus you’ the Deity the Vi@im make, 
And for the God the Sacrifice miftake. 


pray God you be fo wife, 
1 
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As by Rebellion Subjects oft become 
Lords of their Monarch,and pronounce his Doom; 
So Reafon, to your wicked Nature join’d, 


Rebels ‘gainft Faith, whofe Slave it was defign’d. 


For your own fake thefe fatal Errors mend, 
And by your Penitence make glad your Se 


The Eifth LETT BR. 


I‘ compliance to you, dull ferious Maggot, 


Another kind of Stile you fee I ha’ got: 


For I have chang’d my Meafure, learned Stoick, 


| From plain Burlefque,' into Burlefque Heroick : 


And alll gather can from ‘thy Difcourfe 


| Is, prithee Friend be fober, and wear Whiskers ; 


Or fomething to that purpofe not worth minding, 


| No more than Straw or Cherry-ftones worth find- 


Cing. 


- You firft begin to tell me how you re pefter?d, 


To think my Soul fhould with fuch Skin be fefter’d. 


| And truly, Parfon Fobn, I take’t unkindly 


That you would have me led about fo blindly ; 


| Denying me the bleffed ufe of Reafon, 


| ?Tis on thisGround you build this pious Treafon. 


And could you once deprive me of that Engine, 

I quickly might believe all faid by Sir 7obn ; 
Therefore,| think, you’ad e’en beft take it from me, 
Or I much doubt you'll never overcome me. 

But how that muft be done I can’t imagine ; 

No Faith, I know no-way that you may fudg in, 
Unlefs by means unlawful and uncivil, 

By fending me too carly tothe Devil. 

But, 
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But, prithee, what ith’ Name of —~— urges 
‘Thee, thus to huff at Reafon like a Burgefs ? 
And to no more effect than brutifk Zealor, : 


Led-on by Faith-———— . 
Reviles the Stage and Taverns that we reel at. 
Alas, poor Reafon! he has banith’d thee ; 
Sothou, and not in vain, repairs’t tome. 

For I'll in thy defence be very furious, 

But firft of thy Difgrace the Caufe affure us. 

Did'ft thou rebel ’gainft Faith, and jeer the Squire, 
Or did’ft thou tell him plainly, that he wasa Liar ? 
Or did’ft thou elfe his Nakednefs expofe, 

Both to the fight of Eye, and {cent of Nofe ? 

Or, prithee; rell me, let me know all truly, 

And I’llredrefs thy Grievances as.duly. 

He tells Mr. Parfon, that.in good faith and footh, 
Reafon and himlelf were.at ic Nail and Tooth. 
And that at laft the Squire Faith arofe, 

And kick’d him ; fo they went from words to blows, 
Reafon too quick 
Laid Faith upon his Back, and inthe fall 

Tore his long Garment, and difcover’d all 
Between his. Legs, that on it was before on; 

The firft thing Reafon faw was Mab’ mets Alcoran : 
On his left Leg Aaron, like Corps embalmed ; 

In Robes of Parchment hung the Fewifh Talmud ; 
And next within the right fide of his Veftment, 
Ina large fair Print was.a Greek Teft’ment. 

Many and various were the Glofles on it 5 

And fome to this, and fome tothat vail Bonnet. 
And bout this Book, like Fools, hung to be dry’d 

( there, 

Millions of Oaphs whom Faith had flily ty’d there, 
Who by: fo. imall a Thred were link’d to Saviour, 
That you would think them bound to good beha- 
Which they ne’er had nor. knew. (viour, 
Thefe 
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‘Thefe fhew’d thePaint which they were dreft forich 
Like Hen and Chicken hanging ina Kitchin. . (in, 
Reafon was going to look on one more nearly ; 

But Faith repuls’d him with his Foot feverely : 
And prefently roar’d out for you vaflilt hin; 2? 

You came, and faw Faith down :———— ¢ 

/ So would notReafon hear,but ftrait difmifs'd him. 
Now the Difcourfe on which began the bar 


| Was this: Faith {wore 

The Tun of Heidelberg was but a Barrel. 

| Reafon had often feen’t, and help’d ro make it ; 

) Now Faith did only upon hearfay take it. 

| Then had not Reafon caufe to contradict him, 

| As he declar’d he did, for which Faith kick’d him? 

| Reafon abus’d by you, me Guardian chofe, 

| Refolv’d no longer to be led by th’ Nofe, 

_ By-Fables of Faith’s making, 

It feems before they’ad had another bout, 

 *Canfe Reafon could not make Faith’s Story out : 
For Faith was telling of one Sampfen, who t 


| A Thonfand with an Afles Jaw-bone flew 5 

| WhichReafon vow’d hene’r could think was true. 9, 
| Thus you may fee they’ve many bickerings had, 

| Enough to make my Friend, good Reafon, mad 5 

) Bot that he now no more with Faith will dwell, 

| Who kept him long in awe with Tales of Hell. 

| But from thofe needlefs fears, and him releas’d, 

| Reafon forfakes him quite, makes hima Jeft ¢ 
| So that of Confequence he muft turn Beait, 

| Or fomething Monftrots, as he was before. © é 


| Reafon refin’d his Senfe; and now no more 

| Will ought but pious Fools irrational Faith adore 

| With fenflefs Vulgar now he muft take up hisQuar- 
( ters, 

They will do him the honour to be torn hisMartyrs. 


| 
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ea As heretofore in Smithfield People perith’d, 
ie ith Fora mere darling Whimfey, which they cherifh’d, 


wee pr nee 


my The Vifion. 


I. 
Had an eafy Dofe of Wine o’er Night, 
| Neither too heavy, nor too light, ; 
But juft enough to.make me fleep; 
Without which I too certain Vigils keep. 
Strange Force of Cuftom thatcan tame 
The Rafh, or fet the Wife on flame ! 
: But long | did not reit, 
| | E’er Fumes difpel’d gave place 
| To painful Thoughts which were by.them fup- 
( prefs’d, 
And which too foon at laf 
Death’s kind Refemblance did deface, 
Making Night’s quiet Minutes anxious as the Days, 
And with more Terror pafs. 


fy I dreamt, O Horror to repeat ! 
ek And yet 1 waking fee’t ; 
The miferable Image of Mankind 
Still haunts my, Mind, 

E’er fince that fatal Night it firft appear’d ; 
ey When with a Vifage pale and thin, 
ae Joints loofe and Nerves remifs, 

| Eyes fixt.and dull, and v’ry Member.out of frame, 
To my Bed-fide it came, 
aa And did begin 
: aa Sadly to utter: this | 
a With low and hollow Voice fcarce to be heard. 
| Ze 
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3° 
Left of my Care, give ear, 
And tremble at the the words you hear 5 
Alas! I faint, Pll come more near. 
|My Words too much do on my Spirits prey ; 
| I muft obey 
My Weaknefs, and fit down, 
Till I recover Breath. 
| He faid no more, 
| But flowly bending with an unealy Frown 
) Moan’d, while my Fears had almoft brought my 


( Death, 


| But that with them a fuperftitious Zeal increas'd, 
: To Heaven I my felf addrefs’d ; 
| Till he began a little louder than before. 


dee 


| I am, faid he, , 
| The Genius of Mankind, Humanity. 
) For that to the deplorable Eftate, 
By a fad Fate, 
By the Rebellion of ¢ach part, 
| My erring, Feet pretending to give Laws 
: Ev'n to their King my Head, 
Each Member is by Contradiction led. 
My Tongue does dictate to my Heart, 
My Eyes are in vaft Profpects loft, 
| My wand’ring Thoughts are toft 
} From this to that, yet cannot find the Canufe. 
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4 
Difcord does ev’ry where prefide, 
And giddy factious Pride 
Ufurps the Government of all. 
bal This his Opinion would on that impofe, 
fc A third the contrary erects, 
i Hence fuch Misfortune grows, 
That each intends his own, and publick Good 
(neglects. 
Thus I at laft muft miferably fall, 
But no longer can difcourfe 
On things fo painful to my thought : 
My Griefs are of too great a force, 
Thefe Truths thou fhalt another way be taught: 
Look round about thee from this Hill, 
And fee the World grow madder ftill. 


6. 


I Jook’d methought, and did with wonder gaze 
To find my felf on fuch a lofty Place, 
Where all the World did feem 
Lower than Valleys do appear, 
To Men that ftand'on the ufurping Ground. 
Then I began afrefh to fear 
Left he would throw me headlong down. 
But then again I thought ’twas but a Dream. 
Then ftrait he thus began s 
Bin | Fear not, O Man, 
nd But with a piteous Eye, 
i) Behold Mankind’s unhappy Tragedy, | 
Behold thy own as well as others Mifery. 
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Je 
Then looking down, 
i faw the Earth turn round, 
And giddy Man reeling from Doubt to Doubt, 
As if the Motion of the Globe infected him. 
But Oh! 
Drunk with Opinion of himfelf, 
His Veflel on the Ocean toft, 
He fplit upon the fatal Shelf 
Of his own Pride, whence all his Sorrows grow: 
Or elfe to Sea by Ignorance fet out 
Is miferably loft, 
And funk in vent’ring to fwim. 
O Ignorance profound ! 
Deeper than are the Seas in which the Veflel 
‘ (drown’d. 


But now a horrid and confufed Cry 
Strikes my Ear and draws my Eye 
Another way, and there alas ! 

_ Malice above all other Paflions does prevail, 
Men by each other dy : 
The bloody Grafs 
Bears witnefs of the foolifh Guilt. 
How weak, how frail 
Is Man, that meerly for another’s Fame, 
Or his own ambitious Aim, 
Proftrates his Blood thus to be fpilt ! 
Forgotten in the Grave, 
With a cold Epitaph, 
O valiant! or O brave ! 
Now whether fhall l weep or laugh? 
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Here by his Brother one is kill’d ; 
A Father here to his own Son does yield, 
Kneels, and intreats a Life for that he gave. 
ve: The Viper does. refufe ; 
J And O eternal Shame! 
Tears out the Bowels whence he came. 
And neither will his Parent, nor his Virtue fave ; 
But deaf to both, does both abufe, 
And in that monftrous A& doesall Mankind ac- 
( cufe. 
And now at laft a Peace is made, 
A little Gold for all that Blood and Guilt has 
( paid. 
Kt Thus, meerly thus for Gold 
! Man is bought and fold, : 
Mis Life expos’d for that, for that betray’d. 


10. 
And now the fighting Fools retire, 
Their Rage confam’d in its own Fire 3 

Now on both fides are given 
| Prayers and Thanks for Victory to Heaven. 
Le Heav'n that fayour’d neither fide, 
ay ua But did them both deride, 
Made both its Sport ; : 
As Men to fee the Bulls and Bears, and other Crea- 
(tures fight, refort. 

iM Poor wretched Man! from whom are hid 

ai The things he molt does court : 

(it Defire of Knowledg is his Punifhment, 

Never content, 
Still fearching after hidden Light, 

And loft in darkeft fhades of Night ! 
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Thus I reflected, till at laft | 
Turning ih Head, I faw a Throng i 
Of zealous and religious Fools ; aly 
Some on the Ground were proftrate calt, 
Speaking more with Looks than Tongue, 
_. And Geftuges learnt from godly Schools: 
Here one with Arms expanded, on his Knees 
Scrives t’embrace th’Ideas of his Faith; 
Courting in hope the better Life, his Death 
And ereedily of hope th’imperfect Pleafures fees; 
Till heat of Zeal and Fancy fails, and lets ‘him 
I “Cfreeze. 
Others to drefs Religion would confine, 
And think the plaineft Men rhe moft Divine. 
Some are with Faith fo blind, and fo much void of 
| ( fenfe, 
Ty’d to their own Opinion, that with Joy they 
( give 
Themfelves to hafty Death, ei ing gt to 
live, 
When living, they to Heawn muft Zive 
3 ( offence. 
O fond Belief! O Death tobe defir’d 
Before the Joys of Life, or ought that’s here ads 
Cmir’d! 
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ae On the Marriage of the Prince a Princef 
te of Orange, 


Hd Ail happy Warrior ! whofe Arms have won 
a The faireft Jewel in the Englifh Crown. 
Biya Happy in th’horrid Dangets of the Field ; 7 
Happy in Courts, which brighteft Beauties yield. | 
O Prince, whofe Soul is known fo truly great ! 
Whom Heav’n did feem to take time to create: 
Firft the rich Ore refin’d, then did allay, 
Stamp d thee his own, not fhuffied thee away. 
NN With wonder thus we thy cool Temper prize, 
Not but thou art as brave and bold as wife. 
Like the true Englifh, who approach their Fate 
With Awe, and gravely firft with Death debate : 
They kindle flowly, but when once on fire, 
Burn on, and in the blaze of Fame expire. 

Hail Princefs ! Hail thou faireft of thy kind ! 
Thou fhapeof Angels with an, Angel’s Mind ! 
Whofe Virtues fhine, but fo as to be born; 
Clear as the-Sun, and gentle as the Morn. 
Whole radiant Eyes like lambent Glory move; 
And ev ry Glance wounds like a Dart of Love. 
How well, O Prince, how nobly haft thou fought, 
Since to thy Arnis fach Oot the Fates have. | 

(brought! | 
Methinks I hear thee in the Nuptiat Bed, 
When o’er the Royal Maid thy Arms were {pread. 
Cploy’d, 
Enough, kind Heav'n! well was my Sword em- 
Since all che Blifs Earth holds fhall be enjoy’d. 


Pains 


———— ee 
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Pains I remember now with vaft Delight, 

~ | Well have I brav’d the thundring French in Fight: 

My Hazards now are Gains 3; and if my Blood 

In Battel mix, ahd fwell che vulgar Flood; 

Her Tears, for fute he'll be fo good to mourn; 

Like Balm, ‘hall heal the Wounds whef I féeturas 
oa But hark! ’tis rumour’d that this happy Ear? 

' Muft go: the Prince for Holland does dectare;~ >= 

Call'd” to the dreadful Bufinefs of the War, 5 
H Gothen: if thy Departure is decreed, 

Thy Friends muft weep, thy Enemies ‘hall pieed: 
| And if in Poets Minds, their vafter Souls, 
'|'Where all at once the whole Creation rouls ; _ 

‘To whom the Warrior is as mich oblig’d; 

As to Relievers, Towns rhat are befieg ‘d: 

For Death would to their Acts an end afford, 

Did not inimortal Verfe out-do the Sword. 

If ought of Prophecy their eapuatts infpire; 
‘And if their Eary give a folid Fires 
Soft fhall your Waftage’ be, the Séas and Wind 
Galm as the Prince, and as the Princefs kind ; 

The World why ‘fhould rot Dreams of Poets take 
As well as Prophets, who'but dream awake? 
I faw the Ship the Prince and Princefs-bore, 
While the fad Court ftood crowding on the Shore : 
The Prince ftill owing onthe Deck did ftand, 
And held his weeping Princefg by the Hand: 
‘Which waving oft fhe bid- them all farewel;: 
And wépt'as if the would the Ocean fwell. 
|Farewel the beft of Fathers, beft of Friends, 
While the mov’d Duke with a hurl’d Sigh com: 
( mends 

To Heav'n sik Care; in Teats his Eyes would 

| ( {wim, 
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‘But manly Virtue binds ’em in the brim. 


Lz Fate 
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Farewel fhe cry’d5 my,Sifter, thoujdear.Part, 
Thou fweetelt part of my divided Heart, : 

To whom | all my Secrets did unfold ; 

Dear Casket, who doft all my Treafure hold. 
My-Sifter O! her Sighs did then renew, .. _ 3 
Once moré O Heav’n, along and laft. Adieu! 


pe a a a a NR EE AES TE 


The Lord Chancellor's Speech to the Pare 


liament. 


Ould ‘you fend Kate to Partugals 
Great. James: to. be a. Cardinal, 

And make Prince. Rupert Admiral? : 
Thissthe time 

Would you turn D-—~y out.of Doors, 

Banith Jtalian and French Whores,’ 

That. worfer fort of Gommon-Shores?: | 
This is the time. | 

Would, you unravel Popilh Plots,; ; 

Send ‘Laud——/e among, the Scots,)o, 

And rid the Court:of Irifh Sotss?'s aid2 a1 , 

| This is-the time! 

Would you exalt the mighty Namey 

Of Shaftsbury and: Buckingham, 

And not forget .Judg Seregg’s Fame?» 

: Thisis) the time, 

Would you our Sov'reign. difabufeyd 21: |: | 

And make his:Parlizment of ule, 3 

Not to be chang’d like dirty Shoes ? | 
This is the time. 


| Would | 
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Would you extirpate Pimps and Panders, . 
Disband the reft of our Commanders, 
send Mulg —ve after Teague to Flanders ? 
| This is the time. 
. Would you give Bellafis his due, 
And hang him if his Crime proves true, 
‘Send Petre to his Name-fake Hugh? 
This is the time. 
- Would you fend Confeffors to tell, 
Powys, Stafford, Arundel, 
y Chey mult prepare their Souls for Hell ? 
This is the time. 
Would you remove ovr Minifters, 
The curfed Caufes of our Fears, 
Without forgetting Turn-coat 24ers ? 
| This is the time. 
‘Would you hang thofe who take Example 
“By Clar n and Timber Temple, 
For all fuch Rafcals merit Hemp well ? 
This is the time. 
‘Would you once blefs the Exzlifh Nation, 
“ By changing of Queen Kate’s Vocation, 
And find one fit for Procreation? — 
This is the time; 
Would you let Port/mouth try her Chance, 
Believe Oates, Bedlow, Dugdale, Prance, 
And fend Barillon home to France ? 
| This is the time, 
‘Would you turn Papilts from the Queen, 
| Cloifter up folfom Mazarine, 
| And once more make ,Charies King agen ? 
| This is the time. 


= 
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| ] ) The An if wer. 


ie Should be glad to fee Kate going, 
a And Great Fames to our Church returning, 
And Prince Rupere Admiralling, 
At.any time: 
But to turn D—~y out of Doors, 
Or join his Name to Gommon-Shores, 
None. will fay but Sons of Whores, © 
At. any time. 
Vd beg t’unravel Popith Plots, : 
To tend Laud le to rule the Scots, 
| And tid all Places of all Sots, 
M | At any time. 
But for exalting of the Name Tee 
Of Shaftsbury and Buckingham, 
Let bim who knows ’em be the Man, 
And do't how: and when he can 


At any time. 

But to remember Scroggs’s Name, 
vain And:to proclaim his real Fame, 
ee could moft gladly be the Man 


At all times. 
There’s none our Soy’ reign will abufe,. ” 

Or fay the Parliament’s of no ufe, 

But Rogues who’re bred in filthy Stews, 

aa ‘And fmell more rank than dirty Shoes 

ty At this time, 

aa ie I'm for disbanding Pimps and Panders, | 
As faft as Country kills old Glanders, | 
Prove Malcrave, Teague, fend him to Flanders, 

But to encourage good Commanders 
ee | At all times: 

Vn ie 
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Ym for giving Belajis his due, 
Hang him and all that are untrue, 
But know not where to find old Hugh 
At this time. 
Then to fend Confeflors to tell 
Powis, Stafford, Arundel, 
Unlefs they repent, they'll go to Hell, 
I fay would do moft wondrous well 
At this time, 
But to remove our Minifters, 
Without the Truths of Grounds for Fears, 
Would be like Ofivertng Gears 
At this time, 
Hang thofe that take an il] Example, 
I fay they merit Cords. of Hemp well, 
But I know greater Rogues than Temple 
At this time. 
Tis God muft blefs our Englifh Nation, — 
He’ll dot when Whoring’s out of fafhion, 
And Pimps fhall leave their old Vocation, 
I wifh for happy Procreation, 
At this time. 
I with Barillon fent to France, 
Believe Oats, Bedlow, Dugdale, Prance, 
~ And woonld let Portfmourh have her Chance 
| At this time, 
I would turn Papifts from the Queen, 
No Cloifter build for Mazarine, ; 
For fhe is certain Trump Marine, 
But make Charles great as eer he’as been 
At all times. 
But if you’d come to mend the matter, | 
Leave to diflemble, lie and flatter, © 
And ufe plain dealing clear as Water 
At all times. 


14 Satyr 


ee 
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Satyr on old Rowley. 


TT. 
E OW our good King does Papifts hate 
| At ev’ry coming Seffions ! 

hal Then of his Laws he’il nothing bate, 

tal: But make perhaps fome frefh ones, 

At other times he’s rul’d by’s Brother, 

As was his Father by’ his Mother. 


a. 
Silly and fauntering he goes 
n From Frenth Whore to Italian, 
iy Unlucky in whate’er he does. 
An old ill-favour’d Stallion. 
Fain the good Man would live at eafe, 
And ev'ry Punk and Party pleafe, 


3. 
| Now he by Alyde, then Clifford rules, 
ae | Osborne and up-ftart Fellows, 
ae | When the Whores want they’re Knaves and Fools, 
i As he himfelf ‘can tell us. 
Till then tho Parliaments complain, 
He fays they’re rude, and hate his Reign. 


4. 
A pretty Set he has at hand 
Of flimy Portfmouth’s Creatures, 
G———n, Lory, Stinda--ne if, 
French Gamefters and deep Betters; 
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Who would reform this brutal Nation, 
And bring French Slavery in fafhion. 


ee ts 
King of three mighty Kingdoms he, 
Thinks Beggars only Loyal, — 
Knaves wife, French true, and, Popery 
Quite clear’d at Wakeman’s Trial. 
Nay, what feem’d never to be done; 
The Chits have made him hate his Son, 


ES SP 
Rife drowfy Prince, like Sampfon fhake 
Thefe green Wyths from about thee, 
Banifh their Dalilab, and make 
Thy People no more doubt thee. 
In vain they fright thee with a War, 
Thou art not hated, tho they are. 


4a | 
Rogue, Knave and Bigot all love thee, 
Becaufe they fear thy Brother, 
Queen Mary’s Days they would not {ce, 
And can expect no other. 
No Mifery a Land can want, 


Ruld by a Fool, Goat, Tyrant, Saint. 


8. 
Men fay we act like Forty Two, 
Yet none tells thee the Reafon: 
Yet when the fame Difeafes grow, 
Like Medicines come in feafon. 
Twice we thy Armies have oerthrown, 
And without Blood voted them down. 
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9. 
Dukes thou creat’ft, yet want’ft an Heir, 
Thy Portugnefe is barren 5 . ¥ 
Marry again, and ne'er defpair . 
In this lewd Age we are in. 
Some Harry Farmys. willbe fotind: 
To get an Heir fit to be crown’d. 


10. 
Thy Brother York would come to Blows, 
While thon art yet in Being ; 
He {hall not rule as now he does, 
While thou art yet forefeeing. 
But if thou’rt wife, deceive his Hope, 
Leave him to Jrifh, French, and Pope. 


IT, 

Thou doft not ufe the Pow’r in hand, 
Yet for the Ills that are done, 

When Rogues pretend thy own Command, 
Thou’rt ready with a Pardon ; 

As if *cwere thy Prerogative, 

That Murd’rers, Knaves, and Traytors live. 


12. 

For fhame give o’er 3 new Counfels chufe, 
If with the Eyes of others 

Thou needft muft fee, thy Nation’s ufe, 
And not thy Popifh Brother’s. 

Brother to Brother fhould be kind, 

Yet bear thee Littleton j in mind. \ 
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Quem Natura segat dabit Indignatio Verfum. 


] Who from drinking ne’re could {pare an hour, 
| But what I gave to fome obedient Whore, _ Kal 
Who hate all Satyr, whether fharp or dull, | 
From Dryden to the Governor of Had ; 

Provok’d at length to a Poetick Rage, 

Refolveto fhare in railing at the Age. 

{ cannot Poet turn with worfe Succels, 

Than thoufand Fools who now infeft the Prefs ; 
Whofe fenfelefs Works proclaim’d in ev’ry Street, 
Like fawcy Beggars, worry all they meet. | 
Atev’ry Shop, while Shake/pear’s lofty Stile 

| Neglected lies, to Mice and Worms a Spoil 5 

| . Gilt on the Back, juft fmoaking from the Prefs, 

| Th’ Apprentice thews you Durfey’s Huasbra., 

| Crown's Mask, bound up with Seetle’s choiceft La- 
| And promifes fome new Eflay of Babors, (bors, 
| If you go off, as who the Devil would ftay, i 
He cries, Sir, Mr. Otway’s laft new Play, a) 
With th’ Epilogue, which for the Duke he writ, aa 
So lik’d at Court by allthe Menof Wit. | 

J heard an Enfign of the Guards declare, 

That with him Shadwell was not to compare 3 
He lik’d that Scene of Nicky Nacky more, 

Than all that Shadwell ever writ before. | 

Was’t not enough, that at his tedious Play, 

I lavifh’d half a Crown; and half a Day ; 


a 7 


But 
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But mult I find, patch’d up at ev’ry Wall, 
Such Stuff that none can bear; who ftarves not at 
ih (Whiteball ? 
Ai As Rafcals changing Rags for $carlet-Coats, 
dant Cudgel’d before fet up to cut Whigs Throats ; 
‘Pil So ev'ry Blockhead, that can pleafe the Court, 
ae a Plucks up a Spirit, and turns Poet for’c. 
hal They know not that a fenfelefs fawning Praife 
hig Does both their Heroes and rhemfelves tigacs, 
a Praifing York's Loyalty’s like praifing his Face, 
hil, Charles only his bafe Treafon could forgive, 
And York alone fo good a Brother leave. 
An Infamy fo mean no Age has known, 
To feck from Rebels hands a Brother's Crown: 
From his confiding Friends he falfly ran, 
i And wasa full-grown Knave ¢’er yet a Man. 
4 The Quiet which on England he has brought, 
Appears in his ftil] carrying ow the Plot : 
Of which his Weaknefs the Foundation laid, 
And Obftinacy fince has perfect made. 
In Scotland we a well-drawn Model fee 
Of what he purpofes we once fhall be. 
By Coleman’s Speech at Tyburn too we find, 
He has a Heart that ne’er forgets his Friend. 
i Conningsmark did not ufe a bafer way, 
His wretched hireling Rufhians to betray ; 
This Diff'rence only is betwixt them known, 
This murders for a Wife, that for a Throne. 
His Lady’s a good Woman, God defend her ! 
By why are we fo fond of her Hans en Keldey ? 
The Slave that thought he or bis Seed fhould reign: 
As furely wifh’d the King untimely flain. 
The one with Pox has long corrupted been, 
The other ‘vificed with his Father’s Sin. 
Poor harmlefs Babe! that lab’ring inthe Womb, 
4 To hated Light allo’er difeas’d wilt come. 
| A 
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A wretched innocent Pledgto.all the Nation, 
That Parents Crimes afflict their Generation. 
But while 1 thus on others Faults run.ony, 
I makethe fame which thofe I blame have done ; 
Omit the Praifesof our Gracious King, 
Which ev’ry Pen fhould.trace, and evry, Tongue 
: (fhould fing, 
Ev’n.God himfelf grew jealous of his Pow'r, 
And curs’d all chofe.who Creatures durft adore. 
By God allow’d, by.his People freely given, 
Our Gharles’s Empire is like that of Heaven. 
Thofe Praifesto Idolatry.declare,. ... . 
That makea Subject witha Monarch, fhare. 
Let fuch as live by’c then his Brother praife, 
A nobler Theme my Joyal Stile fhall raife. 
Let Dryden’s Pen indulgent David blame, 
And brand his Friends with hated, Rebels, Name. 
He that could once.cal) Charles a faunvring Cully, 
By Port{mouth fold,.and. jilted by Bitch Nelly ; 
He that.could. once the Prince.of Rebels praife, 
Withthe fame Hand the, Tories Caufe may raile. 
A flaving Mufe no Intreft can advance, 
He writes, as Parfons.preach, for Suftenance. 
A pamper’d Hero.for the Duke’s Applaufe, 
A cudgel’d Martyr to, the Whiggifh Caufe. 
A Cur.that fawnson him that gave him Bread, 
And growls and fnarlsvat all the World befide. 
Ungrateful, mercenary, fearful, mean, 
The beft of Rhymers, -and the worft.of. Men. 
While Charles reigns here,; no Cloud.can fhade our 
' tai (fle; 
Thofe who flight, fames's,Frown, adorethy Smile. 
The threat’ng Storms that;with thy Brother come, 
Diflolve like Clouds. before thy pow’rful Sun. 
Spight of their Enemies, and of thy,own, 
Thy Peoples duteous Love wall e’re be fhown. 
Happy 
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Happy thy Reign, and Neffor’s be thy Years; 

Vain Popifh Hopes, and vain beall our Fears. 

May fome brave Youth fpring from thy Princely 
( Blood; 

Like thee forgiving, prudent, great, and good : 

Succeed thee late to this thy glorious Crown, 

And tumble all prefumptive Hopers down. 

While England from her threaten’d Ills got free, 

In ferving him, may {till give thanks to thee: 

But to go on with miy Satyrick Tale; 
(Who thinks on him will foon forget to rail)’ © 
What Age like ours did e’er with Vice abound ? 9 
A Proteftant Officer may as foon be found, 

A Cuckold jealous, or a Countefs found, » 
As one whofe Honetty *gainft all things proof, 

No Fear can fhake, nor no Preferment move : 
Loft Reputations fhall forget to meet, 

To €lub for nafty Verfe in Fermin-freet. 

Ana, ceafing Envy, ‘th’ Innocent and Fair, . 
Shall hate the Stiff-neck’d Prieft, & love the Pray’. 
Fools fhall be wanting to difperfe their Rhyines, 
And Shopkeepers no more'complain of ' Tides, 
The Scots and Irifh homeward fhall refore, 

And {warm no more about the Eaglifh Court < 
The one induftrions, other rich fhall prove, 

Both fhall grow honeft, both fhall Engh love: 
E’er I give o'er to lath the falfome Slaves, 
To laugh at'Coxcombs, and torail at Knaves? 
Who are the Men who molt Mankind difgrate, 
They in my Verfe fhall have the leading’ place; 
The Knave of State, will all the fheaking Throng, 
Of under Raskals which to Court’belong. 
Or fhould 1’ of the hot-brain’d Clergy treat, 
Whofe very Trade is naturally a Cheat; ~ 
All over Lux’ry they at Vice declaim, ngs 
Chide at ill Lives, and at good Livings aim. A 


| Bucthe grave wary B 
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A Male-converted ftill fufpeGed proves ; 

A Lady Convert ’tis the B—— loves. 

Qn Down they Sleep, and upon Carpets tread,, 
Their Anceftors, the Apoftles, wanted Bread. 
Each luftful D —— free licence has to whore, 
may do more. 

At home they lie with Pride, Spleen, Plenty ftor’d, 
And hire fome poor dull Rogue to ferve the Lord. 
Whereer thou call’ft; loud Scandal, will 1 fly, 
From the proud Statefman to the fnivelling Spy’; 
From Halifax, whofe Crimes now furnifh Fame, 
Down to Fleet Shepberd’s falfe and abject Name. 
The firft, chat he'all Villains might exceed, 

His Honour fold-for what he did not need. 

An Atheilt once ; now Popery has profefs’d, 
Finding that ftiic with his good Morals betft. 

He’as fold his Country; and his King abus’d, ¢ 


Join’d with {cora’d Chits,he’as Innocence accus’d, 
And ts at laft ev’n by thofe Chits refus’d. % 
From Crime'to Crime, he by degrees runs on, 
Not fafe from one till he has a greater done. 

But fie fo faile,and fo contemn’d does grow, 

His fellow-Rogues traft him no longer now. 

Yee ufe him ftill, and have found onta fit 
Employment for my Lord’s prodigious Wit. 

For join’d with: Roger, he with like applavfe, 
Does write dull railing: Libels for the Canfe. 

But he fo oftem lies to every Fool, 

That on that Theme his Soncould fcarce-be dull. 
Seymour in every Quality does furpafs, : 


Which may‘a fenfelefs, fawcy Turncoat grace. 


By’s breeding he for Cottrel’s Place is fit, 

And may the Bantam courtly Envoy meet, : 
And for his Learning may on Woolfack fit, 9 
For Eloquence he may grave Finch fucceed, 

And for his Courage Tory Forces lead. 

Thefe 
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T hefe with his Knav’ry, Pride, & Country’s Hate, 
Accomplifh him for Minifter of State. 

As Schoolboys heat their Gigs to make ’em calve; 
And from their old one.a fmall Offspring have : 
So our diminutive Statefman Falkland looks, 

As if from Seymour fall’n at Arran’s Strokes. 
Mony, we know, him to Preferment brought ; 
He ought to hide how he che Mony got. 

Let Albemarle no more Defert pretends 

That from the worthy A4onk he does defcend. 
His Titles all that by his Birth he gains, 

While his bafe Life the noble Fountain ftains, 
TheGeneral’s is loft,theSempftref{sBlood remains. 
The Father England’s Freedom did regain, 

The Son confpires t’enflave it once again. 

Him atrue Soldier of the Age: we fee, 

He has nor Courage, Senfe, nor Honefty. 

A Needlefs Foil to th’Hero he fueceeds, 

That dares not juftify, the Guards he leads. 

Eord! how the Tories will the City-rout, 

While he the Horfe, and Grafton leads the Foot, 
In their Sires fteps the. ——s have better grown, 
Wh entail’d it on his Line to cheat che Crown. 
Their Father was the Founder of that Ill, 

W hich his two Sons. are lab’ring to fulfil, 
Their Lordhips ftink of the old-Lawyer fill. .); 
The firft co ¥——s.his proftrate Daughter wed, 
Then brought a barren Imp to € ——- his Bed, 
To,equal him his pious Sons, atftgtfesi) 
One cheats the Husband, t’other-robs the Wife... 
The firft for A44——=ve’s. famous Cuckold known, 
Does the King’s Baftards ftarve to. keep his own. 


De-=by's 
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D---by ’s Farewel. 


| eae my Tom D—by, my Pimp & my Cheat; 

Twas for my own Ends I made you fo great. 

The Plot is difcover’d, our Mony’s all {pent, Het 
Pll leave you tohang, and my felf torepent. i 
Our Mafters, the Comnions, begin now to war, 

And {wear they will either have you or my Whore. iy 
Then D—by forgive me, if Iam forf{worn, oe 
And;leave you to die like a Traitor forlorn. 


An Allufion. 


W Hen J/rae firft provok’d the living Lord, 
/ He {coutg’d their Sin with Famine, Plague 
Cand Sword; 
Still they rebell’d , the God in’s Wrath a d fling : 
No Thunderbolt among them, but a King. 4 
A fFames-like King was Heav’ns fevereft Ro}, | 
The utmoft Vengeance of an angry God. 
God in his. Wrath fent Saa/ to punifh Ferry, 
And Fames to England in a greater Fury : 
For Sau in Sin was no more like our James, 
Than little Yordan can compare to Thames. 
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The Prodigal. 


TT HE Prodigal’s return’d from Husks & Swine; 
& Such was the firft,and fo,great Ch—es,is thine, 

Who to his Sov’reign’s Favour did afpire, 

From’s wall’wing in the Town, and Wapping Mire. 

The fatted Calf! this for a Convert flew, 

But e’er this Prodigal does prove fo too, 

Oats fhall turn honelt, Arm ftrong fhall prove true. 

The Houfe then fign’d his Pardon: Death attends, 

Seal’d to ten thoufand of thy deareft Friends. 


Him gnawing next within thy Heart thou’lt feel. 
Thy Counfellors fhall fall, thy Judges bleed, 
And fefferys, doom’d before, fhall now be flea’d 
By the nun’ rous Croud,& Adonmeonth at the Head. 
Thefe were the noble Acts proclaim’d him Great, 


i Vr 
aaa | Well he defervesit: Let him be prefer’d 
ae The Captain of your Horfe, and of your Guard. 
And he who ’gainft your Life with Knaves con- 


(fpir’d, 

Be for your better Angel now adimir’d. 
i : ( Reafon, 
Ea You once proclaim’d him Traytor ! where’s the 


If Traytors meet not the Reward of Treafon ? 
What fondnefs to a Prodigal loft Fool, 

Should both your Juftice, and the Laws o’er-rule ? 
Declare what mighty Wonders he has done, 

i hat of a Rebe}] you adopt a Son. 

a What 


Tt 
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What fignal Service has deferw’d this Grace ? 
What Narratives, what Legends ring his Praife ? 
This would to th’ aftonifh’d World make fomea- 
( mends Sy 
Tho he declare the contrary to his Friends, 
You tell of Wonders that he did confefs : 
Tell us what’tis, weil pay you in Addrefs, 
Addrefs upon Addrefs deferves one more, 
And damn the Plot, andlet the Whigs adore. 
Then honeft Men fhall be in Plots infnar’d d, 
And Rambola’s Blunderbufs fhall be your G ward. 
You generoufly told us once before, 
He was the Son of an anointed Whore. 
This Truth you once were willing to declare, 2 
And will you now exalt him in the Chair ? > 
Make him.your Son,he’ll make himfelf your Heir. S | 
This will record how fit you are to rule, 
Great, Good, Wife Charles, outbanter’d by a Fool: 
And what’s become of all the Noife and Pother 
Of Juftice, Confcience, and our deareft Brother ; 
Of all the Loyal Youths his Int’reft own’d, 
If Heirs muft be depos’d, and Rebels crown’d ? 
Anguftws Vreafons lov’d, and fo do you; 
Will you with Faleus hug the Traytor too ? 
Once was he fuch 3 pray Heav’n he be’nt fo ftiil, 
MERITS Milchiet’s qurs’d to do fome glorious Ul o 
Give him the Pow’r, he'll never want the Wil ng 
Sooner expect the Tyger will be tam’d, 
Than once a Traytor ever be reClaim’d. 
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‘To be written under the Dutche/s of 


| 
iia land Y» . 
i Port{mouth’s Picture. 
ey) A D fhe but liv’d in Cleepatra’s Age, 
ed H When Beauty did the Earth’s great Lord 
| (engage > 
Britain, not Egypt, had been glorious made, 
Auguftus then, like Suliws, had obey’d. 
A nobler Theme had been this Poet’s Boaft, 
That all the World for Love had well been loft. 
! ANSWER. 
H that fh’had liv’d in Cleopatra’s Age, 
J And notin Ours, co fill us all with Rage! 
To fee Great britain thus by her betray’d, 
And Ch-———es, who once Was great, a Beggar 
. ( made. 
\ Of fuch a Theme no Poet fure will boaft, 
at That would have ftole the Pearl that then was loft. 


AN:0O T ABR, 


C. tlre we do live by Cleopatra’s Age, 

aye » Since San—land does govern now the Stage. 
a She of Septswiws had nothing made, 

| Pompey alone had. been by her betray d. 

Wrere the a Poet the would furely boaft, 

That all the World for Pearls had well been loft. 
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‘9 Nhappy Ifland ! what hard Fate ordains, 
That thou fhould’ft change thy Liberty for 
( Chains? 
Thou who to ftabborn Nations once gav’ft Law, 
And kept the jarring World in peaceful Awe ; 
Holding that Ballance in thy fteady Hand, ie 
By which the weaker does the ftrong withftand ; ae 
From Goths and Vandals long in vain fet free, | 
And now thy felf become a Colony, 
The Scots and Jrifh are repriz'd.in thee. 
Starv’d Fugitives {catter’d by want abroad, 
Great Travellers for want of an Abode, 
All meet in Swarms in this unlucky Place, 
To lead our Armies, and our Counfels grace. 
While croaking Priefts,and greedy Troops devour 
The faithful Land with facrilegious Pow’r. 
Prevailing Nonfenfe Reafon over-rules, 
And Providence has giv’n us up to Fools. 
Fools did th’ excluding of a Fool prevent, é 


gc \) 
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By a Rebellion Fools have Slav’ry fent, 

And Fools confirm it {till in Parliament. 

Talbor {upplies of Fools from Ireland fends, 

And Cla—— don’s return’d to make amends, 

The Fav’rite Brother wears th’ Almighty Rod, - 
Courted and prais’d by each created Yoad,, é 
The Sorcerer repines to.be a God. 2 
Pharaob and he thefe Plagues of Egypt bring, 

And fuch our Fate muft be, while fuch our King. / 7 
Confpiring Sun—land {till faves the Tide, d 

A Knave moft ufeful to th’ unjafteft Side ; | 


K 3 And 
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d does as fit an Inftrument now prove” 

Of lawlefs Pow’r, as once adult’rous Love. 

The little Chit t does fcarce deferve Rebuke, 

That looks behind the Chair as if *cwould puke 5 

Beats time with Politick Head, and all approves, 

Pleas'd with the Charge of the Queen’s Muff a nd 
( Gloves. 


Much fam’d in Youth for Poetry ‘and Senfe, 
BY j bs jack Ber keley’s early Correfpondence. 
But who can our great Chancellor defcribe ? 


The noify Oracle of the Scarlet Tribe. 

Of Fames’s Inftruments' the keeneft Fool; 
The hotteft, perteft, and the boldeft' Fool: 
Chofe early, by himfelf defign’d for Glory, * 
Since en ig- Law yielded firft to congu’ring Tor ry 
A morral Enemy to: fawcey Charters, 

Now icf i in ) fathion than the Book’of Martyrs, 
Than fhar p L’Eftrange, a more admir'd Prater, 
Wittier on Bench than he in Obferwvator. 

O for fome skilful Painter now to draw 

The Weftern Triumph of avenging’ Law! 
When angry Juftice with refiftlels F Force, 

Not like a Stream, but Torrent ftopti its courte ‘ 
Nor + poorly bore a fingle’ Rebel down, 

In fhoals the Wretches fell beneathhis Frown. 
Kirk, the poor Beaft did but for Hunger prey, 
And only hang’d a Rogue that could not ‘pay : 
For Luxury the Wolf and Lion kill, 

And {carce take time to tafte the Blood they fpil. 
a w, Fame, thy Trumpet found, thy Man of War/ 
art cat Fever (ham appears with his triumphant Star, 
To the Clouds bear him in thy Airy Chair. 6 

Let ot be pinion’d to his Wing, 
And as he tells the Tale, fo do thou fing 
His Cou Lis foch as needs not Conduct’s Aid, 
Conduct makes Generals but feem afraid: 
There- 
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Therefore he fcorns much to be found prepar’d, Me 

And fent.his Mento reft without a Guard. oa 

O but for that unluky Knock he gat 

By Block, too fympathetick to his Pate, 

When he his Brother Craven did afpire 

To equalize in vain in quenching Fire, 

Where might not Fames his conqu’ring Army lead? 

But Brains are fome want ina General’s Head. | . 
Now Mofe, let thy juft Indignation ceafe, ae 

Touch not the lowfy Vermin after thefe. Pe it 

When fuch-a Quarry does thy Vigor claim, 

Scorn to defcend to an ignoble Game. 

Thus while the Huntfman eagerly in view 

A foaming Boar of Lion does purfue, 

Safe to their Holes the Fox and Badger creep, 

And dare not look abroad, but {tink and fleep. ay 
Let honeft Laureat now, whofe pliant Rhymes aot 

With his Religion wait upon the Times, Oe 

Rail at the Man who thefe bold Truths has told, 

And call him dull Phanatick, Whig and Scold ; 

Franklyn, Lloyd, Sackville, and the meaner rout 

OF little Underlings, that fic about, 

Pretend they know the Author by his Stiles; 

Pve eas’d my Mind, and will fecurely f{mile. 
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A true and full Account of a late Conference 
between the wonderful J peaking Head, 
and Father Godwyn, as ‘twas related 
by the Flead’s own Mouth to Dr. Fra- 


Z1CL. 


That was once a humble Log, 
& The pifling Polt of ev’ry Rogue, 
And could hope for nothing high’r, - 
Than to grace a Chriftmas Fire; 
From that Element did {cape hard, 
By the favour of Fleet Shephard ; 
Who being a Friend to th’Mathematicks, 
Does for Virtuofo’s lay Tricks, 
And procur’d a Man of Art 
That gave me Voice articulate ; 
Paught me ‘Tongues the molt. difficile, 
To fing Sawney, laugh and whiftle, 


Follow'd now by Court and City, ? 
Y confound with my ftrange Ditty c 
Both the Learned and the Witty : J 


And make all the Talk at Betty’s; 

By the help of my Friend Petzus, . 

For you Wits were always good, 

To all the Family of Wood; 

And before kept fuch a pother, 2 
With the groaning Board my Brother, | 
some Men think you knew our Mother. S 
And I hope both you and they, Sir. 

Will favour me, {weet Dr. Frazier : 

ne aa Do 
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Do but help me for one Jeft, 

Let me alone for all the reff. 

For my wondrous Voices found 

Is much admir'd by the Beau Monde, 
Who to me pay more Devotion © 
Than to pretty Panches Motion. 
Many a Lady, bright and fine, 

Lays her Cherry Lips to mine, 

And without offence’! fmack her, 

Till we rub off all our Lacker. | 
With that Sex I more prevail, 

Than any Head that wants a Tail ; 
The King fent for me by Coz Timber, 
As kind as if ad been a Member ; 

And found me an obedient Head, : 
That did agree with all he faid: 
Which being ftrange pleas’d him fo much, 
He wilh’d that all the Houfe were fuch 5; 
And that ’twould much advance the Canfe, 
If fuch Noddles could make Laws. 
This indeed is mighty Comfort; ° 

But alas!*1 am paid home for’t.' 

Bufy Priefts with their difputing, 

Reas ning, arguing and confuting, 
Who with Charms Ecclefiaftick 

Can make good Catholick of a Stick, 
Do torment ‘and! plague me more 
Than without Ears I ‘ever: bore. » 

May I be a Block again, 

To avoid this noify Train, 

Godwyn thother night did come, 

Cif I lie, may I be dumb, 

Or may a Plague I with my Foes, 

Will Richard's Breath into my Nofe } 
And brought a Letter figned S.P.: | 
That he might privately confer with me: 


brad 
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I at the Challenge did not flinch, 

But bid him fit down on my Bench : 

And fince he had fo good a Warrant; 

Blow in my Mouth, and tell his Errant: 
Says he, | Miflionary come, 

‘4d Partes Infidelium. 

And for your Faith it can’t be good 

That fprings from Shephard and hard Woods 

I to all Blockheads am the Legate, 

And do gain fome in {pite of Clegate. 

They alone our Busnefs muft do, 

Who ’ve nota grain of fenfe to truft to. 

>Tis not my Province to confute 

Thofe that think, and can difpnte. 

And here we need not fuch Expences, 

Since our Notions fuit our Senfes; 

Nothing is fo apt and fit 

For our Doétrine as your Wit: 

And he is moft our Enemy, 

Who is moft remov’d from thee. 

O happy Offspring of the Maple! 

To praife thee enough I am not able. 

Ah! what Comfort doft thou thew Mer, 

In this lucky Faces Omen! | 

Times will come again I fee, 

When Euxugland fhall adore a Tree ; 

When Oracles old Jefts fhall utter, 

Wafers bleed, and Flints fweat Butter. 

If in Mother Church you ftood, 

You'd do Wonders like the Rood; 

In her facred Bofom fofter’d, 

What might we hope from fuch a Cofterd ° 

You might alone convert the Nation, 

Since you {peak by. Infpirgtion. 

While thus he foantd with holy Rage, 

Bradbury with pale Vilage 
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To bring my late Conveyance home, 
(Came by chance into the Room: 

And look’d on him as well as me, 

Like Ghoft of little Shaftsbury. 

The frighted Prieft let fall the Matter, 
And headlong down the Stairs did clatter 5 
Nor could fuftain in any Place, 

The Terrors of that hated Face. 

I in this Deliv’rance blefs'd 

Got in my Box, and went to reft. 


A New Ballad. 


To the Tune of Trenchmore. 


T. 
Hat do Members now ail, 
To the King to turn Tail, 
Nor in Loyalty more to perfevere ? 
With them lies the blame, 
For he’s ftill the fame, 
And ashe is like to be ever. 


4 
Tis a kind of gainfaying 
To Paflive Obeying, | 
To be govern’d by your own Senfes : 
The King does no more 
Than you did before, 
When withthe ufe of thofe he difpentfes. 


Spon Oe 
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3° 
With a new turn’d Devotion 
They guit their Promotion ; 
They flighted Laws, now they adore? eit ¢ 
’Caufe the Teft makes em {wear 
The Bread is ftill there, 
Since they think they fee it before ’em. 


4. 
The religionfly wife 
With the Chureh fhould advife, 
Not with Canterbury, or with Pauls: 
For no Trick can ftir ’em, 
Since Chefter and Durham 
Are ftanding Councils for Souls. 


5. 
For Temporal Grudges 
Repair to the Judges, 
There’s nothing to them a hard Motion ; 
Could they have been fcar’d 
With a Queftion too hard, 
Their Lordfhips had loft their Promotion. 


6. 
But why fhould Fobx Moor 
See more than before ? 
Strange Scruples ! at which he grows troubled : 
And what does bewitch ~ 
Our Loyal Sh’riff Rich, 
Ry Confcience now to be bubbled ? 


mJ 
« a 


| 
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a 
But yet by good hap Hi 
> There's Mofes in Gap, 
| Who has compafs’d that which may pleafe you: ay 
Smart Cravens Addrefs teh 
| Has found ftrange fuccels, 

| And the Proteftants they fhall have eafe too. 


| 


| 8. 

| Naval fhall be free 

As Nature fhould be ; 

| There is granted a large Commiffion, | 
With a full good Intent, @ 
It comes beyond Trent eae 

| From the Generous Inquifition. 


To Mr. Julian. 


@ Ulian, in Verfe, to eafe thy Wants, I write, 
Not mov’d by Envy, Malice, or by Spite; i 
Or pleas’d with th’ empty Names of Wit or Senfe, i. 
But merely to fupply thy want of Pence. 
This did infpire my Mufe, when out at Heel, 
She faw her needy Secretary reels 
Griev’d that a Man fo ufeful to the Age, 
Should foot it in fo mean an Equipage. 
Acrying Scandal! that the Fees of Senfe, 
Should not be able to fupport th’ Expence 
Of a poor Scribe, who never thought of Wants; 
When able to procure a Cup of Nants. le 
But Dulnefs fits at Helm, and in this Age ii 
Governs our Pulpits, Councils, and the it | | 
dere 
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Here a dull Counfellor ador’d we fee ; 
And there a Poet duller yet than he, 
With beardlefs Bifhop, dulleft of the three. 
’Tis dangerous to think. 
For who by thinking tempts his jealous Fate, 
Is {trait arraign’d as Traytor to the State. 
And none that come within the Verge of Senfe, 
Have to Preferment now the leaft pretence. 
Nay Poets, guilty of that Treafon prov’d, 
Are by a general Hifs from Court remov’d. 
Shakefpear himfelf reviv’d, finds no fuccefs, 
And living Authors fure mutt hope for lefs. 
Since Dullnefs then finds more fuccefs than Wit, 
This Poem, Falian, cannot chufe but hit. 
But for thy Profit Fulian, have a care 
Of prying Poulteny, and of Bully Carr: 
In them there’s Danger, for the one does write 
With the fame Prowefs, th’ other us’d to fight. 
Next florid Huntingdon and civil Grey, 

Who | knew his Grace was gone,but not which way: 
Twere needlefs here, and tedious too to name 

All that are envious of poor Poets Fame: 

Confult thy facred Volume, and thou ‘It find, 
Some who to Reverend Dulnefs have been kind : 
To thofe obfequious cringe with humble Bow, 
Mais Court-like Scrapes,and with fubmiflive Brow. 

Since from their num’rous Party thou mayft hope, 
ore than Pranee, Oates or Bedlow from the Pope, 
Thirfis has gain’d Preferment by a Song, | 
While Huaibras does ftarve among the Throng, 
Nay, minion Shadwell cannot hold out long. ¢ 

There lives aLord, a Noble Peeris he, 


aw 


: Witefe Confcience is as pliant as his Knee 5 


Whofe eafy Temper, by good Nature moy'd, 
Does make hin univerfally belov’d. 
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He once pretended to a fhare of fenfes > 

But for that Infolence and bold Offence, 

The Council wifely banifh’d him fromthence. 3 

He, finding thofe Pretences ominous, 

Is grownat length as dull as oneaf us. . 

Him make thy Friend, and if that Method fail, 

Prepare thee in thefe following Terms to rail. 
May Aewet’s Billets-deux fuccefsful prove, 

In tempting of her little Grace to Love: 

May Anglefey think Bribery a Sin; 

His Countefs pull it out when ‘t’s once put in: 

May Arlington his little Brat defpife, 

And fhe no more the Name of Dutchefs prize, 

May puzzling Howard live by Poetry, 

And Cleaveland die for want of Leachery: 

May Afonmouth quit his Int’reft inthe Crown, 

Mall Howard never grin, and Nelly never frown: 

May Betty Adackrel ceafe to be a Whore, 

And Villain Frank kifs Mazarin no more. 


a'n 


eter 


To the Tune of Joan Sanderfon. 


The Cufhion Dance at White-Hall by way of 
Mafquerade.— 


Enter Godirey Aldworth, follow'd by the King and 
Duke Hand in Hand. 


King, PESHE Trick of Trimming isa fine Trick; 
And fhall we gotry itonceagain? — 

Duke. The Plot willit no farther go. 

King. (pray chee wife Brother, why fay you fo? 

Duke, 


¥44 POEMS «on 


Duke. Becaufe the Baftard will not come to. 
King. He mult come to, and he fhall come to, 
And he muft come whether he will or no. 
Chorus, Enter the Duke of Azonmouth out at heels; 
Welcome thou Rebel’s Son, Welcome, 
Welcome.) The Dance ended. 
Enter the Duke of Graften looking wifely, the 
Duke of Richmond with the Keys of the Mufe, his 
Grace of Albermarle with his Commiffion, Sidney 
with his Pardon, they dance the Hay ;—Albermarle 
falls afleep, Richmond gets to’s Book, Grafton looks 
like a fool, and Sidney lets a fart. 
Exeunt Omnes. 


Ret seat Be A EEE 


Satyr: 


Mong the Race of Exgland’s modern Peers, 
There’s one whofe Looks betray his leuder 

Whom early Nature for all Ill did frame, (Years ; 
And time encreas’d not fafter than his Fame: 
Unheard of Vices were his ftudy’d Care, 
Th’ effects of which his rotten Ruins were. 
His fight’s a Terror to the boldeft Punk; (drunk, 
Who fhuns him more than Pembroke when he’s 
But tho to Pox and Impotence confin’d, 
His Body ’s lefs corrupted than his Mind. 
Both Politick and Hero he’d be thought, . 
By James's Ruin he has Judgment bought, ‘ 
And Epfom- Hedge can witnefs how he fought. 9, 
Toa Soul fo mean ew’n Shadwell is a Stranger 3 
Nay, little Sid, it feems, lefs values danger. 
The moft hen-hearted Wretches of the Age, 
Who neer durft give offence, but on the stage. 

ug 
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But on fuch Trafh my tinte were ill beftow’d; 
Thofe Hackney Cowards in the Common Road. 
The Man, whofe CharaGer | would relate, 

From Infamy defin’d divines his Fate. 

Tis Franceean tell where he the Broil began, 
Engag’d his Friend, and then away he ran. 
This is that worthip’d Idel; who with’s Pen 
Detraéts the beft of Monarchs, beft of Men ¢ 
Whofe Libels wholly tend to move Sedition, 
Like thofe good Men, who now adays petition: 
Falfhood.and Knavery his Morals guide, 

A Stain to Honour, anda Slave to Prides 

Yet courts and flatters you in ev’ry place, 

And all the while defigning your Difgrace$ 
The moft fantaftick of all Fools i’th’ Nation; 
Induftrious only to be out of Fafhion, ; 
Which he affe‘ts from tawny A~— A-—2, 
That tawdry, impudent, infipid Baron, 

Who to be Fop Supream does drudge and labour; 
And whom on Earth nothing can match but Baber ¢ 
He of the Two's the more Authentick Afs, 

As witnefs his tranflating Huadtbras 5 

And prating ftill of Poetry and Writings 

In which he juft fucceeds as in his Fighting. 

But befides thefe there is another fort, 

Infects the Coffee-Houfe, as thefe haunt the Couré: 

A fort of Raskals, in whofe tainted veins 

The Blood of their rebellious Fathers reigns : 

And Broods of creeping Rogues of mungril Races} 

Whofe Principles are fatal as their Faces: 

Such abje& Animals! one would forefwear 

Ev’n witty Men to find fuch Vermin there : 

Villains that Faction daily do foment, 

And prattife to defame the Government 

Afflembling their Cabal, at whofe difcretion 

The Royal Line muft proftrate the Succeflion, - 
LF W Hag 
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What Times welive in, when fuch Beafts as Clud, 
The Whartons, Fepfon, and that Blockhead Weod, 
The Afhes, Bradbury, and mad Sir Fobn, 

Blunt, Mar{hal, St. fohn, Spicer, Jreton, 

Merry, and Cuckold Smsthsby, Harris, Cope, 

The Patronof the Faction-burning Pope; 

Chafe, Lower, Negus, Tizard, all the Shrubs, 
Of Kings-head, Dragon, and of Afbley Clubs. 
When Infects, fuch as thefe, from Filth begun, 
Thy Peacedifturb, and flight thy milder Suns 
Shine out great Cefar, let thy glorious Heat 
Declare thee pow rful, as thou’rt truly Great. 
Difperfe thofe fawcy Flies, that tempt thy Flame, 
At nothing lefs than thy Deftruétion aim. 

To Mon.— th, Sh——ry, and Maxfield bring 
The juft Refentments of an injur’d. King: 

Call homethy banifh’d Brother, by whofe Hand, 
Being Lord oth’ Sea, thowrt King again at Land, 
Let that wrong’d Prince enjoy his antient Right, 
The Sailor’s Genius, and their God in Fight. 
Then fhall the Navy ftretch its joyful Wings, 
While ev’ry Mufe of Britain’s Triumph fings, 
The French no more fhall dare our Ships defpife, 
But Homage pay where e’erthy Standard flies, 
All honeft Men with Signs of Joy fhall greet 
This profp’rous Leader, and thy matchlefs Fleet 4 
Whofe happy Conduct fhall again reftore 

Thofe Wreaths of Glory which our Fathers wore; 
Then Knaves and Plotters fhall be publick made, 
And we no more of Perjuries afraid. 

The Nations all throughout will then proclaim 
Th Injuftice done to his I]uftrious Name. 

And thou, great King, rejoice above the reff, 
With fuch a Sybject, and a Brother bleft. 


abe 
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Mong the writing Race of Modern Wits; 
Bleft be his Pen, whoe’er it be, that writ 
ln Numbers foft the Politick Petition, 
th’ Name of all the honeft Men o'th’ Nation. 
Wihhing for Parliaments deferves rebuke, 
For good Men now a-days with for the Duke. 
The firft, whofe Character I would relate, 
For want of Wit and Fafhion finds his Fate ; 
There’s not fo falfe, fo infamous a thing, 
So leud a Wretch in Court, God blefs the King: 
To Pox and Impotence much more confin’d, 
As gravely politick, and no more refin’d. 


In’s Heart lefs Honefty, in’s Bones more drinefs, 


Juft fuch another Hero as his Highnefs. 

Had this lewd Wretch but his deferved Fall, 
Wit then and Truth might flourth at Whieehall. 
For Lauderdale’s as honeft, as well-featut’d, 

As little treacherous as he’s ill-natur’d. 
Mulgrave’s a Pattern of Humility, 

Of {weet Deportment, andof Cavalry. 

Deep plotting Plymouth is the Nation’s Glory; 
And {fprightly Grafton deeply read in Story: 
Their Wit and pretty Morals fpeak ’em plain, 


Sprung fromthe beft of Monarchs, beft of Men. 


Griffin’s a dainty thing, would he but dance, 
And Sun—land’s avery Scourge to France. 
Youthful St. 4/—wns, fam’d for Piety, 
And humble 2V.--port for kind Courtefy. 
For Stratagems in War, there’s Albemarle; 
Hemet’s not fitter for a General. 
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Yet when all’s done, there’s no Man can compare, 
For Carriage, Youth, and Beauty, with Sir Carve. 

But befides  thefe there is another fort, 

Adorns the Coffee-Houfe, as thefe grace the Court. 

A Race ah high-born, Heroes, in w hofe Veins 

The Blood of their illuftrious Fathers reigns. 
There’s 5 peat Sir George,who never cheats at play, 

Flacesy} ying much, and “fcorns to run away 

Abhors to f latter, and is fhy to lend 

His healty N Miftrefs to his wealthy Friend. 

By his Difcourfe Lumley gives great Diverfion, 
But he’s mo oft famous { for his trae Converfion. 
Good-humour’d Sackuille, once a Senator, 
With h hie C Crevat-ftring keeps but little ftir, 

Has a bewitching Face, and that’s a Blefling, 
For thofethat have it need not mind their Dref- 
¢ fing. 


Twere labour Toft, after thefe three, to name 
Honeft Frauk, J Rese & well-fhap'd He'ningham, 


Mufician Pa ik » Lucy, Haflings, Frazier, 
Sarah's C arle es etre fey Barry’ s Parker, 
Matthe COMrEHeY, by whofe Swords and Brains 
Our Celat ‘ wifely and difcree sete reigns, 
ite of thofe fawcy Flies, who tempt his Flame, 

ring their Cares and 1 iberti¢s foname : 
Infamous Rafe 1s, by a double Brand; 

| ye, and fome have Land ; 
| evi d the gre eateft Slander, 
By gentle Poet, and by {mall Commander. 
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Ince all the Actions of the far-fam’d Men 

Of Athens, Rome, and Spat tay. by the Pen 
Of Learued Platarch are diftingtly k ach 1 
For which heis unequal’d in Renown Lea 

Why may not I, by his Succefs i infpit ‘d, 

Tread in his Steps, and be as much admir’d ? ia 

My Heroes are unqueti ihignaly brave, | 
Have Valour to 0° ercome, and Mercy have to fave. 
For Birth and Q Quality they y yi teld to none, 

Should they from Fave de fcend to filla’ Throne. 
For who is ignora nt throug hout the Land | 
Of famous Bedloe, or the more fam’d Southerland ? i 
The antient Britain's proud too) wnthe one, " 
And f ertile Scotland fre om the Ko oe Zone 

Proclaims fhe’s prouder of her Hero’s birth, 
Than were fhe Miltrefs of the whole known Earth, 
TFhefe Heroes both did for the bt ars prepare 
In France and Flagders both reap’d equal Share. 

Of Glory and Renown.———- 
But hold ! before my Mufe Leds me too far, 
lof their Education muft declare. 

They are alike in the Laconick, Law, 8 
Hardly bred up to want, and lie in Straw. i 
Thefe hopeful Youths their DASNY und e twent 
With Conftancy, and fafted with Content. 
But as in Sparta by Lycurgus Rule, » 
TheYouths had nought to eat bur what they ftole, 
And who was caught was Pa unifh nd for the 
So they in unknown Paths t! ives di 
And for their bare Subfiftance e ftole thei 
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In equal Ballance yet hung their Renown, 
But now the Britifh Hero I muft own; 
Muft vale his Bonnet tothe nobler Scot, 
And ina ‘+ Naskin mourn his fatal Lot. © + 4 Pri(or. 
While Induftry and want of Clothes confpir’d, 
To make our Northern Hero more admir’d. 
Whate’er he undertook, prov’d fortunate, 
He often ftole, but never yet was caught. 
With Art he’d lift a Shop, could file 2 Cly, 
Or give a Coach the Ambiguity. 
And that his Vertues you may throughly know, 
By what unpractis’d Ways he ftole, and how 3 
Upon the lofty Walls of Lincolns- Inn, 
Coming from Aiciborn, 1 have often feen 
A Tongs, which clofely lay at the command 
Of this our Hero’s moft unerring hand : 
And when a flutt’ring Spark did walk that way) 
It did its Mafter tenderly obey, > 
And {napt the Hat and Perriwig for a Prey. | 
Or when a gentle Cully he did {py, ) 
Equip me with a George, he ftrait wou’d ery, 
Or d——mee, Sir, Pll clap you throthe Thigh. 3 
Thus with a thoufand ways that! could name, 
By which he earn’d his Bread, and purchas’d Fame, 
He does at laft moft f{plendidly refort 
Unto his proper Sphere, the glorious Court . 
Where without Envy at the Helm he'll fit, 
Advanc'd as much for’s Beauty, as his Wit : 
Yet can’t forget his old delightful way, 
But mult cry,—Fack,what have you ftole to day ? 
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A Letter from the Duke of M.—_th 
to the King. ait 


Ifgrac’d, undone, forlorn, made Fortune's 
| (Sport, 
Banifh’d your Kingdom firft, and then your Court ; 
Out of my Places turn’d, and out of doors, 
And made the meaneft of your Sonsof Whores | 
The Sceneof Laughter, and the common Chats 8 
Of your falt Bitches, and your other Brats ; ie | 
Forc’d toa private Life, to whore and drink, ae | 
On my poft Grandeur, and my Follies think, | 
‘Would I had been the Brat of fome mean Drab, 
Whom Fear or Chance had caus’d to choak or ftab, 
Rather than be the Iffue of aKing, | 
And by him made fo wretched, fcorn’d a thing. 
How little caufe has Mankind to be proud 
Of Noble Birth, the Idol of the Crowd ? 
Havel abroad in Battels Honour won, 
To be at home difhonourably undone ? 
Mark’d with a Star and Garter, and made fne 
’ With all thofe gawdy Trifles, once call’d mine 5 
Your Hobby-Horfes, and your Joys of State, 
And now become the Object of your Hate; % 
But, d ee, Sir, Pilbe Legitimate. & 
{ was your Darling, but againft your Will; a 
And know that I will be the Peoples ftill. 
And when you’re dead, I and my Friends the Rout, 
Willwith my Popifh Uncle try a Bout 5 i | 
Andto my Trobles this one Comfort bring, iz 
Next after you, by —-, I will be King. 7} 


L 4 


7 }OuL My oatety when d made thee Great. 


elf Ase undone ; 
And thy Compla aints ferve but to fhow thee more, 
How i much thou haft enrag ‘d thy Father’s Whore. 
Kefent it not, fhake not thy addle Head, 

And | ¢ nO more by Clubs and Rafcals led. 


Fave I made thee the Darling of my Joys, 
The prettielt and the luttieft of my Bows ? 
Havel fo oft fent thee with Colt to France, 
lo take new Drefles up, and learn todance? f 
Have Tgiv n thee a aR ibbond anda Star, 
And fent thee like a Meteor to the War? 
Have I done all that Royal Dad could di 5 
And do you threaten now tobe untrue? 
Bi ut t fa y | did with thy. fond Mother {pore, 
Vo the fame Kindnefs. others had. refortis 
is my good Nature, and I meanther Fame, 

To fheltes thee under my Royal Name. 
Alas! [never got one Brat alone, 
My Miftrefles are bY. each Fop well Known, 
f ng i {till willing all their B brats £o own, 
In de thee once, ‘tistrue, the Poft of Grace, 
And {fuck Upon t thee ever y mighty Place, 
Each glitt’ ring Office, till thy heavy Brow 
G<ew dull with Honour, and my Pow’rlow. 
] ipangle d thee with Favours, hung thy Nofe 
hs Rings of Gold and Pear],..til] all grew Foss 
By fecret Envy at thy growing State, 
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There’s not the leaft Injuftice to you fhewn, eee 
You muft be ruin’d to fecure my Vhrone. ou 
Office is but a fickle Grace, the Badg " 
Beltow’d by fits,-and fnatch’d away in Rage. 
And fure that Livery which I give my Slaves, ag 
I may take from ’em when my Port/mouth raves. uy 
Thowart a Creature of my own Creation, 
Then {wallow this without Capitulation. 

If you with feigned Wrongs ftill keep a clutter, fy 
And make the People for your fake to mutter, eat 
For my own Comfort, but your Trouble know, 
G—fifh, Vl fend you to the Shades below. 


— 
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The Ghoft of boneft Tom Rols, to bis | 
- Pupil the Duke of M---mouth. on 


Hame of my Life! difturberof my Tomb! 
J Bafe from thy Mother’s proftituted Womb ! 
Huffing to Cowards, fawningtothe Brave, 
‘To Knaves a Fool; tocredulous Fools a Knave,  & 
The King’s Betrayer, and the PopularSlave. J, 
Like Samuel at the Negromantick Call, 
i rife to tell thee, God has left thee, Saw. 
I ftrive in vain thy infected Blood tocure, 
Streams will run muddy when the Spriog’s impure. 
In all your profp’rous Life we plainly fee 
Old Taff’s invincible Sobriety. 
The place of Mafter of the Horfe, and Spy, 
You, like Tom Howard, did at once fupply- 
From Sydzey’s Blood your Loyalty did {pring, 
You thew us all your Fathers, but the King ; 
From whofe too tender, and too bounteous Arms, i 
(Unhappy he whom fuch a Viper warms) . 1 | w 
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As dutiful a Subject as a Son, 

To your true Parents, the whole Town, you run. 
Read, if you can, how th’old Apoftate fell, 
Outdo his Pride, and merit more than Hell. 
Both he and you were glorioufly bright, 

The firft and faireft of the Sons of Light. 

But when, like you, he offer’d at the Crown, 
Like him, your angry Father kick’d youdown. 


eee 


A Poem on the Bi ops throwing out the 
Bill of Exclufion. 


ad Dhaes grave Houfe of Commons, by hook or by 
| (crook, 
Refelv’d to root out both the Pope and the Duke. 
Let them Vote, let them Move, let them do what 
(they will, 
The Bifhops, the Bifhops have thrown out the Bill. 


There was Hereford, Winnington, Hamden & Birch, 
Did verily think to eftablifh the Church : 

But now they do find it’s paft all their skill, 

For the Bifhops,the Bifhops have thrown out theBill. 


Sir William endeavour’d, as much as he could, 
To fhew that the Bill was for the Duke’s Good, 
For that difinherits the Man we would kill. 
The Bifhops, @c, 


Paul Wharton that ftood behind Sir Aschard Cary, 

To confront, ashe thought, the Plenipotentiary 5 
Little thought, when herudely had bawl'd out his 
‘That the Bifhops, ee. Chl, 
There's 
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Thefe is little Reafon the dul] fix and twenty 
Shou’d oppofe the whole Wemine Contradicente, 
And what they bring forth in its Infancy kill ; 
For the Bifhops, &e. 


The wife Earl of Shafishury, Monmouth and Grey, 
Lord Effex, Lord Howard, Lords & catera, 
Tho they have drawn in the Lord Privy Seal, 
Yet the Bifhops, &e, 


Old Rowley was there to follicit the Caufe, 
Againft his own Life, the Church, and the Laws ; at 
Yet he might have liv’d fafely againft his own Will, | 
Had the Bifhops,the Bps, not thrown out the Bill. 


His Highnefs for fear to Scotland is gone, 

The Cov’nant to take, and be crowned at Scoon ; 
But now he may e’en come home if he will, 

For the Bifhops, &e. 


Had he known this before, or fome of the Gang, 
He had fav’d his Guineas to Sir Fokn Whitwang, 
And might at St. Fames’s have plotted his fill ; gs 
For the Bifhops, @e: iat 


Had not Bifhops been fuffer’d in the H. for to fit, 
He had been like his Grandfather ‘fexmy befhit 5 
But now he’s as fafe as a Thief in a Mill, 

For the Bifhops, &c. 


The beft of Expedients the Law can propofe, 
Our Church to preferve, and quiet our Foes, 
Is not to let Lawn-fleeves our Parliament fill, 
Byé throw out the Bifhops that threw out the Bill: , | 


A 


Hi amiliar Epifile to Mr. Julian, Secre- 
de cretary to the Mujes. 


ey7Hou Common-fhore of this Poetick Town, 
& Whereall our BX Creme oe f Witarethrown 
For Sonnet, Satyr, Bawdry, Blafphemy 


Sor 
Are empty’d and disbur den ‘d all on thee. 
The cholerick Wight untrufling in a Rage, 
Fin ds thee, and le eaves his oad. upon ey Pape. 
Th ‘ou Sal jan! O thou wife Vefpa ifian ve ather, (ther re 
Dott ae, n this Dung thy well- pic! Ker ineaS ga- 
| All Mifch hief’s thine; tranierbeneee thou wilt {ftoop 
\ From lof ty 2 beta *: to lowly Screg. 
What times are thefe ? whe ‘nin that Hero’s room 


Bow pene ae Cop does with Ballads come, 
t 


( San two fack Pysities fuch a Weight {upport ? 
T wo fuch Tom-Thumbs of Satyr in a Court? 
George grows O! Id, his Me {€ worn out of 


( fafhion, 

har AM en rfly fhe fings Ephelsa’s Lamentation. 
ie Lefs art thou help’d from Dryden’s Bedrid Age, 

That D rone has left his Sting upon the Stage. 
Refolve me, poor Apoftate, , this main Doubt 4 
What hope haft thou to rub this Winter out ? 
ie Know and be thankful then, for Providence 
Pay | By me has fent thee this Intelligence. 
hi eh A Knight there is, if thou canft gain his Grace, 
Known 1 by. the Name of the hard- favour’ d Face: 
For Prowefs of his Pen renownvd Is he, 
From Don Outxote defended lineally 


¥ 
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And tho, like him, unfortunate he prove, 
Undaunted in Attempts of Wit and Love ; 

Of his unfinifh’d Face what fhall I fay, 

But that ‘twas made of Adam’s own red Clay ? 
That much, much Ocre was on it beftow'd ; 
God’s Image ’tis not, but fome Indian God. 

Our Chriftian Earth can no Refemblance bring 
But Ware of Portugal for fuch a thing. 

Such Carbuncles his fiery Cheeks confefs, 

As no Hungarian Water can redrefs. 

A Face, which could he fee (but Heav’n was kind, 
And to indulge his Self-love made him blind ) 
He durft not {tir abroad for fear to mect 

Curfés of teeming Women in the Street. 

The beft could happen from that hideous fight, ; 
Is that they fhould mifcarry with the Fright, 
Heav’n guard em from the Likenefs of theKnight.\ 
Such is our charming Strephon’s outward Man, 

His inward Parts let thofe defcribe who can: 
But by his Monthly Flow’rs difcharg’d abroad ; 
?Tis full, brim full of Paf’ral and Ode. 

One while he honour’d Birtha with his Flame, 
And now he chaunts no lefs Lovifa’s Name. 

For when his Paffion has been bubbling long, 
The Scum at laft boils up into a Song. 

And fure no Mortal Creature at one time 

Was e’er fo far begon with Love and Rhyme. 
‘To his dear felf of Poetry he talks, 

His Hand and Feet are {canning as he walks. 

His {queezing Looks, his Pangs of Wit accufe 
The very Symptoms of a breeding Mule ; 

And all to gain the great Lovi/a Grace: 

But never Pen did pimp for fuch a Face. 

There’s not a Nymph in City, Town or Court; 
But Strephon’s Billets-deux have been her Sport. 
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Still he loveson, yet ftill as fure to mifs 
As he that was an rhiop’s Face or his. 
What Fate unhappy Strephon does attend, 
Never to get a Miltrefs or a Friend ? 
Strepbon both Wits and Fools alike deteft, 
Becaufe, like e4/op’s Bat, half, Bird half Beaft. 
For Fools to Poetry have no pretence, 
And common Wit fuppofes common Senfe. 
Not quite fo low as Fool, nor quite a Top, 
He hangs between *em both and is a Fop. 
His Morals, like his Wit, are motley too, 
He keeps from Arrant Knave with much ado, 
But Vanity and Lying fo prevail, 
That one Grain more of each would turn the 
(Scale. 

He would be more a Villain had he time ; 
But he’s fo wholly taken up with Rhyme, 
That he miftakes bis Talent: All his care 
is to be thought a Poet fine and fair. 
Small-Beer and Gréwel are his Meat and Drink, 
The Diet he prefcribes himfelf to think. 
Rhyme next his Heart he takes at Morning-peep, 
Some Love-Epiftle at the hour of Sleep. 
So between Elegy and Ode we fee, 
Strephon is in a courfe of Poetry. 

This is the Man ordain’d to do thee good, 
The Pelican to feed thee with his Blood. 
Thy Wic, thy Poet, nay, thy Friend; for he 
Is fit to be a Friend to none but thee. 
Make fure of him, and of his Mufe betimes, 
For all his Study is hung round with Rhymes. 
Laugh at him, juftle him, yet ftill he writes, 
In Rhyme he challenges, in Rhyme he fights. 
Charg’d with the laft and bafeft Infamy, 
His bus’nefs is to think what rhymes to Lee. 


Which 
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. Which found, in Fury he retorts again, a | 
) Strepbon’s a very Dragon at his Pen. ik 
| Bis Brother’s murder’d, and his Mother whor’d, 
His Miftrefs loft, and yet his Pen’s his Sword. 


The State{man’s Almanack. 


| Being an excellent new Ballad, in which the 


Qualities of each Month are confider'd ; a 


; 
whereby it appears that a Parliament can- iy 


not meet in any of the old Months: With 
_& Propofal for mending the Calendar, 


humbly offer'd to the Packers of the next ie 


) Parliament. 
| To the Tune of, Cold and Raw the Wind did blow. 
. Re 
aps E Talk up and down 
In Country and Town 
Has been long of a Parliament’s fitting ; 
But we'll make it clear 
Ne’er a Month in the Year 
Is proper for fuch a Meeting. 


Hl 
| 
} 


Qe. 
The Judges declare it, A 
The Minifters {wear ir, a 
But the Town as a Tale receives i¢; | 
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Let them fay what they can; 
There is ne’er a Man 
Except God’s Vicegerent believes it. 


zi 
if the Criticks “in f{pite 
Our Arguments flight; 

And think them too light for the matter, 

t has been often known 
Phat Men on a Throne 

Have arraignd the whole Realm with no better; 


For in times of old 
When Kings were Jefs bold, 
And | made for their Faults fome "Excufes ; 
uch Topic] KS as divi) 
T he Cs ommons to pleafe 
Did ferve for moft cxtelle it ufes. 


SM 


Either C spec mas comes on, 
Or Harveits begun, 


And all t nia hi repair to their Station. 
°Twas too cry or too wet 
For the Houfes to fet, 
And Hey for a Prorogation. 


6. 
Then Sir, if -you pleafe, 
With fuch-Reafons as thefe 
Let’s fee how each Moon’s appointed : 
For fure it moft ftrange ts, 
That in all her, Changes 
She favours not God’s Anointed: 


JAN Ary. 
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january. 
The firft is too cold 
For Popery to hold, 

Since Southern Climes do improve ity: 
And therefore in Froft 

_ -?Tis odds but it’s loft, 

Kf they offer for to remove it: 

~ February. 
The next do’s betide,; 
Tho then the King died, 

Ill luck; and they muft not be tamp’ring : 
For hadn’t Providence quick 
Cool’d his Head in the nick, 

*Fore Gad they were all a {camp’ring. 

March. 
The Month of old Rome 

; Has an Omen with fome ; 

But the fleeping Wind then knows; 
And trufts not the Croud 

When Storms are fo loud, 

Left th’Air infects the Houfe. 

April, 
In this by mufhap 
Southesk had a Clap; 

Which pepper’d our Gracious Mafter : 
And therefore in Spring 
He muft phyfick bis Thing, 

And venture no new Difafter. 

May, 
This Month is too good; 
And too lufty his Blood 
To be for bufinefs at leifure: 
With his Confeflor’s leave 
Honeft Bridget may give 
The Fumbler Royal his Pleafure. 
MM 
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The Brains of the State 
Have been hot of late 
They have manap’d all bufinefs in Rapture : 

And to call Us in Fune — 
is to the fame T une, 
mad to the end of the Chapter. 
Fuly, 
This Seafon was made 
For the es p and Parade, 

When with the Expence of his Treafure, 
With much ‘Socal and Pains 
Difcreetly he trains 

Such Men as will break all his. Meafures. 

Anguft. 
This Month did advance 
Their Projects in Fraace, 

As Bartholomew remembers 3 
But alas they want Force 
To take the fame courfe 

With our Heretical Members, 

September 
They cannot now meet, 
For the Prog reis Was Twas 

And they find it a {curvy 

O pas and to 1 

 & ub’d oe ne ny "d 


ae 
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‘odes 
Now Hunting comes in, 
That Licenfe. to fin, 
That do’s with a Cloak befriend him. 
But if the Queen knows 
How at Grabams he blows, 
His Divine Right cannot defend him. 


November. 


Aly 
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November. 
November might do 
For onght that we know, 
But that the K. promisd by Chancellor : 
And his Word before 
Was pawn’d for much more 
Than e’er’cwill be able to anfwer. 
December. 
The laft of the Year 
Refemblance do’s bear 
Yo their Hopes and their Fortine declining : 
Ne’er hope for Succefs, 
Day grows lefs and lefs, 
And the Sun once fo high has done fhining: 
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K7E Gypfies of Rome 
} That run up and down, 
And with Miracles the People cozen 3 
By the help of fome Saint 
_ Get the Month which you want, 
And make up a Baker’s Dozen. 


You fee the old Year 
Won’t help you ’tis clear ; 
And therefore to fave your Honour; 
Get a new Sun and Moon, 
And the Work may be done, | 
And fore George it will never be fooner. 
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When Prefidents of Chu: eh and Steeple, 
Vote for the Treafurer *gainft the People: 
And Holy «Church, that fhould not favour 
Of Carnal Fear, or Princes Favour, 


lie : nniih Toeawr 
Bafely complies with Popith Leav’p, 
° Le =e Tee Tee Tie eee, 8 
Againft their Confciences and Heav’n : 
3 


The Clergy now ae m State 
When Crown Revenues by Br 
And on vile: Penfioners exhaufi 
When honeft Men receive Difgrace 
Turn’d out of Office,’ and of Pla 
And Pow’r beckons Ri m the _ Throne 
To let the Nation ftand alon 

Thinks of new Ways for new Sopplics 
And damns the Parliamen 
Prorogues, and then diflol 
And gives no time to 


O,. worft of Fates! on our ait 
t a 


a 


o 
meat 
<3 
i) 
A 


ry Co 
What can we think of thefe 
But lofs of Safety, and Confu 
When King to Co mt mons | makes fine Speeches 


5 
And draws his Reafons from his Breeches: ; 
When Whores ma fe Monarchs drunk, and rule 
By th’idle Grants of a dippd Fool: 

And Diffolution may be faid 
Th’ Effect of Staggers in the -Head ; 
And Government is a Difeafe, 
Made up of Vice and fenfual Eafe : 
When Beftial King, te’s Heart’s Cor 
Sucks Bordeaux from the Fundament :; 
When Cavalier in publick, wars 
Againft the bubbled Governors, 

And fwears, he’il not Atfitance bring 
To a lafcivious lazy King, 

Whom Whores to various Minds do draw, 
Ruling by Leachery, not Laws 
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W ho does hi: pe hot Statefin en truft, 
Spending his Brains upon his Luft, 
Vhen things are thus perver! ly fowing, 
Poor Ninive is furely going, 
When French runs thro the Prince’s Veins, 
And he by theirs, not our Laws reigns ; 
When French creeps Into Royal Bed, 
F irft ch: arming Codpiece, then the Head : 
Mi hen Female! Buttocks didat e thus, 
Gan 1 1 Lo rd! what will] become of us? 
Is there no end of Monarch’s [tch, 
That lolls upon a fulfom Bitch ? 
And {wears upon her nafty Skin, 
He'll let the Mafs of French Troops i in 3 
Affigns his Crown anc Regal Pow’r 
To be difpos’d of by a Whore. 
Beware, mate ok ing Ch—es, beware, 
Con lider » and begin to fear : 
For Pope an d Leni # are untrue, 
W hateve ex James declares to you. 
rae $ warrant ed by Holy Mother, 
Yo fham and gull his elder Brother. 
WI ben he’s to work you tod lefign, 
At firft he'll foak you well with Wine ; 
And then to your inceftuous Eyes 
He’ il fhew : again her £ ligt nef Thighs 5 : 
She may nat fe on Church-Occafion, 
Her Popifh A —— to the whole Nation. 
Zeal wipes away all Impudence, 
And greater Crimes are {nnocence $ 
When forthe Churches Good intended, 
And thus her Higt arr Faults are mended, 
And Catholick Mc deity befriended. 
‘Bhis was azgood A ttempt at firft, 


Fa 
Shews she ne’er bafhfully was nurit 5 
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But either liv’d *mong Shamble-Crews, 
Brought upin fome Jalan Stews, 

A Dutchefs in our Country known, 

A common Strumpet in her own. 

From Dukes that are but little better, 
From a Whore by Nation and by Nature, 
From Kings that reign by their direétion, 
And Subjects guide by Devil’s Protection, 
From a fows’d Pilot at the Helm, 

Good Lord deliver this poor Realm. 
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An Tronical Encomium on the unparallel’d 
Proceedings of the Incomp. rable Couple 
_ of Whiggifh Walloons. 


O on brave Hero’s, you whofe Merits claim 
Eternal Plaudit from the Trump of Fame, 

Beyond the daring Hector that afpir 4 
To leave a Name, when hethe Temple fir’d, 
For after Ages 5 and let nothing paul 
Your well fixt Refolutions ; not tho all 
The Seas were heap’d on Seas, and Hills on Hills: 
Small are fecur’d by doing ereater Ills. 
Go on, and may your tow’ring Deeds outfhine 
The high Atchievements of bleft Catiline. 
And let the Echo’s of your Acts by ail 
Be heard as loud as thofe were at Guildball. 
What fhall a puny Patriot baulk your Flight, 
And formal Fops your dawning Days benight ? 
Shall Laws confine, or Lawyers you withftand, 
That have both Law and Lawyers in your Hand ? 


M 4. Shail 
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guilded Chains befhackle you with Fears ? 
Tear,tear.their Gowns & Chains from off their Ears, | 
their Worfhips inthem : let the Gur’ 
Re digs d in Scarlet, and ‘6 rot in Furs. 
1 for r dogs to put fach Wort thys by, 
Juft rch’ > Nick of our ¥ ranqailli 
Juft asthe Saints with 4 2000 Me 
Were furnifht for a Hol i War again, 
4uy ONCe more, and y them’t inthe Cr oud, 


[he Afobsle’s your own; giv e out aloud 


{Vv 4 
J 9 
en 


3 


? 
For Reforma tion, and the To wn’s your own, 
Elfe Libert ing Property are gone. 
Cefar's abroad. £9o feize the senate, do; 
And if he comes, faith feize brave Cefar too. 
Let nothing be too DaatT ed for. your Arms, 
(Love and Revenge are never fill’d by Charms:) 


By greateft Acts your ate Glory gathe 
And he’s no more Immortal than his Pater. 
Serve him as Brutus did, and in hisRoom 


¥) be % ty rion ee y reeks a af ——. 1 ~ " 

Fue Up young Perkit, now the time is come 

That Ten ey chaieéa Thoufand ; now or never, 
1 


Lofe but this time and you are loft for ever, 
A Deeds more bold than’ Blood’s, more brave than 


That aya 1eak'd to fteal a Diadem. (them 
1 at Soul deferves much nore Renown, 


ig 


That kills a King, than he that takes his Growin. 
a0 Ides of Afarch are ec and Gadbury 
Proclainis a downfal of our Monarchy 3 


W] ho faw the laft Co ont did portend, 

That C ‘rowns and Ki ingdoms tumble to their End. 
A magia heh Bt th fha I rife and f{plendid grow, 
As now predicted by the wife T. 
Who can foretel, foreftal, forfwear, forefee, 
Thro an Inch-Be ard, or thro an Oaken Tree ; 
Whofe Opticks o’er the Mighty Main have gone, 
And brought Deftruétion on the Great Don Sohn. 

| | Tstus, 


Titus whofe Skill in Swearing doth excel 

The monftrous Monarch Radamanth of Hell, 

And fént more Souls totheir untimely Grave, 

Than thedeftroying SME ately haye: 

A walking Plague, a breathing Peft tilence, 
Reecar ice that kills a Mile from thence, 

Go on brave Sirs, the gaping Crouds atténd, (fend, 

They watch the Word, the Saints their Thimbles 

The Cufhion’s cuff’d,the Trumpet founds to War, 

Our dying Ho opes in you revived are 

The People’s choice, with you they 7 live and dy, 

The Guardian Angels of their Sanctuary. 

The Groans are grievous,and the Hauks and Hums, 

And Pulpits rattle too like Kettle drums, 

The Sifters {nivel el, and their Bodkins melt; 

They’re grop’t in dark cnefs,, and in pleafure felt. 

More than in Pharaob’s time the Souls are fick, 

And cry for Light -alafs, the Candle ftick 

Is quite removds Oh! they’re lo off, they're gone, 

They fee that Whore, the Baud of Babylon, 

P 


ee 
Ps OS ry YL Y +2 any 
Is juft approaching ; Oh! the Popifh Jade 
q aud Aer text A cotk vs 
Will tear away their Teachers a nd their Trade. 
f ‘ew ied Ts Tal 
tid Avo hi KELOIULIO 
ela i 


nhearty, 
0 de 2 Part ty. 
Let Segla’s Ghoft inform you i n the Fact, 

and in this olorious Act 
ith , let Old Woll afcend, 
And ift be poflible the new made Friend. 
Our much mifs'd Oracle let Omex know, 
The Devil’s here as well as thofe below 5 
And fpeed for Bethel, bid him not defer, 
Tell him we want an Executioner : 
For Royal Blood’s in chafe, and none but he 
To a& the Villain ina Tragedy. 
The Rogue will leap for Joy, fuch News admire, 
ty he Son’s as fweet as-was his facred Sire: = 


n 


For 
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For he’s a raving Nimrod will not ftar 
To bath his Hands in fuch a Royal eleart: 


A . eee : 
ESS ae nr re ee ET 


The Affembly of the Moderate Divines. 


I. 


ryRay pardon Fobn Bays, for beg your Excufe, 
P If I make no Stranger of your belovid Mufe, 
It being your Talent Divines to abufe. 


2. 


Divines that can fcruple and cant with the Times, 

As Settle and Shadwel for Bread belch their Rhimes 5 

But St. Peter and St. Fades you know had their 
¢ Crimes. 

30 

if amongft twelve Apoftles we can produce two 

Did exceed any cruel and hard-hearted few, 

Why then fhould we wonder that we have a few ? 


ae 4. (faws 
: There's the Bifkop of Bugdon, for Lincoln he ne’er 
And there’s Sakell' Truth with his fcrupulous Paw; 
And London pray beware of the Common Law. 


i 5 > 
on There’s the D-—n of St. Paul’s, admir’d by fome 
, For his Works againft England, Geneva and Rome, 

idolatry, Separation, Irenicum. 


¥| 
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6. ( Love, ial 
There’s a moderate Dean too that talks much of iy 


As if a Phanatick was as meek as a Dove; 
But for him and Ralph Cudworth, a G— let them 
( prove, 


But B—zet,where art thon ,shou Man of the Lord ! 
| For Mary Hill's lofs you may take thePlanck’s words 
For betwixt you and I *cwasa Prophetick | Board. 


8. 
With you Asthony Horneck the Pulpit difgraces, 
With your whining, your four and Tublike Faces; 


But the Ro#ls and the Savoy are priviledg’d Places. | | | 


9. 

Saint Laurence for Whichcot do’s ftifly difpute s 
Perhaps he might cant well if he was not mute : 
But he preaches as M4arr-_Ail do’s play on the Lute. 


10. 
| There’s a moderate Doctor of Cornhil St. Ales, 
Whom the Clergy’s Contemner per flip- Stocking 
( ftiles ; 9 
| He’s an eloquent Preacher, none hears him but 


( {miles. i 


El: 
And there’ s Boanerges his Brother that thunders, 
| He cants in Old F:(h- “f reet, an who I pray wonders ? ? 
i For he has an exc ellent Voice tocry Flounders. 


12s 

| There? sold Father Gifford in St. Dunftans i’th’Eaft, 
| Who among the rude Vulgar’s a Prophet at leaft ; 

| But who eer preach'd well when the People were 
| ( pleas’d? 


13, 
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18° 
There’s a Reverend Doctor at Cr —gate dwells, 
Who Sm——thy his Gurat in trimming excels 5 


ein But Banyan the Quaker has tickled his Gills. 


1 4 
.) 
14. (fay, 
There’s Pain of White-Chappel, a SimaBiaek t they 
; A Man “that’s cut out to be Vicar of Bray 
. If the Times do but change, as he withen they may. 
15. 
There’s Hofpital Patrick, a Captain they call him, 
For burle{quing the Pfalms fome highly extol him, 
But Oh! LE fr ange & Sam's Coftee-houfe gall him. 
| 16, 


1€ squ ire Ramfey a famous Divine, 
s thanten Women did love at one time ; 
t be call’d Luft in any but him. 


j ‘her / e ‘S mesg ey Ftc Re eringil,the Fanat ICKS ¢ de] light, 
Who Gregory Gray- Be AY dand Meroz did write : 


Fo) 


Ba ee | You may fee Gels: 4 are Saints in a Pharifee’s fig] 


a! T9. 
vei There’s Zit the W itnefs,the Nation’s trite T henie, 
Who for widdest. and Hell hath fo great an Efteem, 

iat Damnation would be a Preferment to him. 
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20, a : 
There’s Geering of Southwark, and Lewis o'th’ Wall, ae 
The one hath a Sacrament at a Whig’s call ; ‘| 
For he made his Saviour St. John’s Jackall. Hi] 


2%, 
There’s B— B. there’s Aldzate paid ; | 
There’s Mdeffieurs Raggous wears no Shirt, as ’tis faid, ap 


Becaufe they refemble a Surplice indeed. 


roe 
But Kid—vr, thy trimming above Human Race, | 
For Faction turn’d out of the Rods with Difgrace, 
And Orthodox B—net fucceeds in thy Place. hell 


: 30 
There’s Scorch bawling Ander fon proot againft Pen; 
Has a Voice that drowns a Cathedral dimen ; 

But tis thought he catches more Women than Men. 


240 
There’s Darbam of Bread- ftreet has trim’d fifty years, 
So old, fo grave, fo foolifh appears, 
At once he deferves both Laughter and Tears; y 


2%, 
But trimming’s the Subject of brave Roger’s Pen, 

Who {courges thefe Monfters call’d moderate Men ; 
For Trimming the Scourge of Rebellion has been. 


26. 
But: who all Divinity-Trimmers can tell, 
Whoev’ry where teach, and no where dodwell? el 
I hate Knaves init, but I love the Gown well. | | | 


On 


ne se 
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AY Ihiams, this tame Submiffion fuits thee more 
Than the mean Payment of thy Fine before. 
Poor Wretch! who after taking down thy Arms, 
Has a Court-fmile fuch over-ruling Charmis ? 
Bankrupt in Honour, now art tumbled down 
Below the abjectft Creature of a Crown. 
Is this Man the wifer World did wait on, 
Unworthy now the very Spew of Payton? 
{| What will Sir Trevor Wiliams, Barnardifton, | 
an And Arnold fay, but that he fhould be pifs’d on ? 
Is this W7. Williams who made fuch a noife, ‘ 
Dreadful to all the lewd Abhorring Boys? 
Is this We. Wiliams, Spark of Refolution, 
ha Who was fo fierce for Bill of damn’d Exclafion ? 
ay Is this Wi. Welliaws, {poke the thing fo ftrange ; 
i Great Sir, your Commons are not given to change? 
es Is this We. Wellhams now at laft fet right ? 
Ms \ Is’t fo: Then Drawer light me downto fh——-. 


eR a I EE TE NN TR ET 


On my Lord Lin-----n's Brother turning 


i t Roman Catholick. 


Rom the Embraces of a Harlot flown, 
The Heavens have brought you to your Na- 
(tive Home: 
Now your once faded Lanrels bloom again ; 
Thos, Phebe rifes from the weeping Main. : 
That 
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That Guardian Angel wand’ring Ifrael fled, i ae 
With happy Care has bleft your glorious Head. ae | 
Safe from th involving Gulph you-now may view UG 
The falling Precipice that threaten’d you. | 
Religion’s Truth will all your Care remove s At 
Your happy felf protected from above, a 
Not by a Saint, or an intreating fhe, 
But by the fole, the bleft Divinity. 
Vainly let thofe their num’rous Converts boaft ; che 
What they have got we wholly fancy loft. nai 
Shining in Glory, and in number few : 
We are the flighted Affans, but the true. 4 
In you alone our Triumphs greater be, | ! 
You ballance all the number’d Progeny, et 
Legion their Name, Legion their Nature too : 
The Truth can never yield altho it bow. 

See tho what Chaplets allour Nymphs prepare 
To grace your Head, and to adorn your Haire 
Lawrels immortal and reviving Bay, 

The perfect Emblem of your chofen way, 

Shall crown the. Virgin Beauties on their Brow. 
This.pious Gratitude and Heaven allow: 

So Mecca’s Saint role proudly from a Slave ; 

So fmooth Religion led the Vitor Knave. 

Krom pious Weeds to virtuous Arms decreed, 
Tho Monkifh Pride impofe on Monkifh Breed. 

He gain’d the {pecious Fantom of a Throne, 
And Blood and Murder did his Temples croven. 
Prevent the Omen, be the Fits good, at | 
°Tis a dark Bog, and darkly underftood. al 
Sweet Looks are-plac’d, and the deceiving Brow, es 
Crocodiles fmile, and fmiling murder too, 

The Doctor libeil’d, ‘tis a meer Lampoon; 

Can Father Hall mate Father Zillotfon 2 

Ken {peaks, the World his Eloquence muft prize, 
: Lis School-Boy’s Logick echo’s Prejudice. 


o- , f ~ vr? A o) io 
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talks againft, the. Antichriftian, Pope ¢ 

hus Paul, tho beaten; ,unrefifted {poke ; 

Bishop he, and iuch may ftillremain, 
Unenvied by the darling of the Crown: 

Let his dul] miter’d Crofier vainly, boaft, 
Van-Leader of th’Apoftatizing. Hoft: 

This let him, nay and is there mores-enjoy, ..? 
They well deferve fach Paflive Joys to try, > 
Who likely. pay fo dearly for’t as he. i¥ 
Twas Intereft the falfe Apoftle fway’d, 

How well.his End his Int’reft.obey’d ? 

No Prophet I, tho here we all accord, 

Their Souls may well be fear’d, they fly their Lord. 
Hence ye dull Earth, the Scandal to our Caufe, 

Go fink your Souls as you have damn’d the Laws, 
Play with the Snakes that harbour in your Breaft, 
And when they bite, pray let thembe at reft. 
And fince you play fo much with Deftiny, 

Hear me, I'll wih, tho calmly, eer Idies 

May that falfe Pen that did the Nonfenfe write, 
May that falfe Tongue that did the Lines indite, 
Be damn’d till thofe who do the Shams admire, 
Shall curfe the Writers and deplore the Fire. 


A I ST OE I RTO IIT 


On Sir Will. Jones, an Epitaph 


S IR Wilsam in ArGacuftodia lies, 

Committed by Death Sazs Bail or Mainprize, 
For taking his King, a very good Client, 

He turn’d Fack, Presbyter, O fie ont! 

And being thus from his Allegiance free, 
Returned was by him for Anarchy. 
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A Gem call’d the Law in his Head there lay, 8 
So Toads hold Pearls s#* Capste-they fay... a! 
And ftor’d he was with Poifon like thofe Crea- 
(tures, i | 
Which made him fwell fo big againft his Betters ; wise 
His Eyes fo full were with Infection fill’d, | 
Loyalty feem’d:a. Statute-Law. repeal’d : 
He ftuck clofe on the Republick-fide, 
And having fpit his Venom. out,, he, died. 


On the E. of D----by’s Impeachment by 
the Floufe ‘of Commons; 1678. 


% K 7 Hat a Devil ails the Parliament ? 
Sure they were drunk with Brandy, 
When they did feek to circumvent 
Thoma Earl of D—by. . a 


But they ungrateful will appear, 
As any thing that can be 5 

For they received Fidler’s Fare. 
From Thomas Earl of D—by. 


| But Shaftsbury does lie and lurk, ) 8 

) That little Jack-a-Dandy, 1 

| And all his Engins fet on work b 

*Gainft Themas Earl of D—by. . 

Now whether he will ftay or go, , | a 

| I think it hatidy-dandy ; : |e 
if he dare ftay, hell hang I trow a 
Poor Thema Earl of D——by: ? mp | 
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“3 RAMS, hate 


I never heard of Subjeé tell, 
Nor can one*in this Land be, 

Deferves a Halter half fo well 
As Thoma Ear] of D——by. 


Unlefs you will trapan’d bes 
There’s not fo falfe a Jefuit 


‘ Then Commons truft-him not a bit, 
As Thomas Earl of D—~ by. | 


Truth brought to “Light : 
Or, 
Murder will ont. . By S$, College. 


Ould the World know. how Godfrey loft 
( his Breath ? 

This tells the Tragick Story of: his Death : 
Not borrow’d from the feigned” Ghoft appearing 
Unto us Mortals, fo the Story clearing 
Or taken from the Narrative of Praace, 
Where he too modeft does on Perfons glance; 
‘Tho there’s enough for all with half*am-Eye 
To {can fome Villains in this Tragedy.: 
And Ocdipus there needs not to explain 
The wretched Norfolk's Houfe in Clements. Dane : 
Or how the Owner Godfrey ‘did: perfagde 
ee To eat his laft, and,bafely him betray’d: 
ie Hear but the Villain how he did enfnare. . 


F 


This gen’rous Soul into“his bloody Fare, 


Pray, 


PE a Se 
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Pray, good Sir Edninnd, ftay;1 beg the Boon 
Of fome »Diftourfe with you thisoAfcernoony <.’: 
In a Rehearfal of this -Hellifh: Plot; ie 

Which you\by: Oates’s Depofitions got 5 

You fhall oblige:me. ever, and you will 
Preferve-Dur King) and Kingdom:from their Hk 
Tho of :the Church-of Rome you know I am, 

I would be thought a Loyal Exglifh Man : 

For if their damned Plot: beasithear, 

I!) curfe the Pope, and leavetheir'Church I {weat; 
Andias to’what you plead as your Excufe, 

You havefome) Friends at home you fhall abife 
By your long ftay, 1 will a Footman fend, 

Thar thall:acquainc your Servants and your Friend 
You have fome’ Bus’nefs that detains you heres 
And therefore they muft not expect you there. 

. Thus by:a Siren’s) Tongue and Popifh Guile; 
He did perfuade ‘his ftay, and ifent mean while 
Unto his Ban-dogs; that they might way-lay hiot 
As home he:went, and barb’ronfly flay him: 

Lo! here's the: Project of a:Popith Peer, 

To: murder: Men in ‘Love by Lordly Cheer : 

From which, till known, the Wife have no defence, 
Nor can efcape:Reme’s treacherous Pretence. 

The beft of Memby wretched means they kill, 

To ferve their Church, and gain their curfed Will: 
Say but Rome’s Vicar, Such a Man mutt die; 
That’s Crime enough, no matter how or why: 
His Hounds of Blood and cruel Beafts of Prey? 
Who call it Merit to deceive; betray, 
Murder.whole Nations ftanding in their way. § 
So ‘fell thes Noble:Godfrey by ithe hand 

Of D’s, E’sshid’s; and Q’s of Royal Band, 
Whofe direful dirge they fing in Nortlierh T ofte; 


Where Torkcand: Norfolk kept the time as one} 


N 2 Aad 
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Andtreach’rous Tym thadeEngland’s)) Treafure pay 
Rewards to thofeithatvdid his Life betray. 
That Osb—x Villains vaifed: by hisskill 
Of pimping, andoprocuring todur Will ; 
The worft of Slavesy that fo he:might be great, 
Expos’d his Wiferand: Daughters to our Heat: 
Ah! blefled Poolat our moft:gracious:need, 
That never fail’d us fo to do thedeed:! 
Next fail’dithe Portfmauth Frigat:withthe Elves, 
Andvas is faid, isi fteered) by. our-felves 5 
Blown by the -blaftvof Bellaf/—— curs’deSpleen 5 
And yet it feems wasoMafick for:a Queens 
And fo delighted:Exg/lana’s harmlefs Chip, 
That made her-dance; and)?bout the dead toskip 
In Mafquerade; by. Fasx: his Lanthorn dreft, 
W here ‘her«dear. Priefts the holy Murder bleft. 
Prejudg'd:by;them they this Conclafion draw, 
A Ducal Dinner’s Death by’! Martial Law. 
By: thefe Rome’s Vaflalsdid in order get, 
That Godfrey's Life might have a:Somerfety 
And dye for'daring to infpeé> ithe: things 
Of Mother Church, of holy Popesand Kings ; 
And the Retinue, Banditti of Hel, . 
Welch Powss,, Peters, Stafford wArundel, 
And thoufands: more of thatyaceurfed: Brood, 
Who would:convert us by aSea of: Blood; 
And turn the Laws of Exgland out-of doors, 
By Standing-Army, Penfioners:and: Whores, 
Baftards Sans number, at the Nation’s Charge, 
For whom we: have been taxed:oftiat large; 
And made to buy our Ruin-withoir Coin, 
Which went for Votes and Plots:and'Countermine. 
Alas! poor Nation, how art: thou undone 
By a bad Father, and now aworle,' his Son! 
What have thefe Cubs of Scotland brought upon us ¢ 
There’s nothing left but Lord have Mercy on us‘ 


Fupice 
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Faftice im’ Mafquerade: Or, >c10B89 pon 
| : Scroggse> 


Butcher’s Son’s Judg Capital 
Poor Proteftants for to ‘enthral, 
* “And England to’ enflave'Sirs - 
Lofe both our Laws:and Lives we mutt, 
When to do Jaftice we entruft’ 
So known an errant’ Knave Sirs, 


Some hungty Priefts he did once fell 
With mighty Strokes, and ‘them to Hell 
Sent: prefently away Sirs. 
Would: you:know why ? the Reafon’s plain, 
They had no Englifh nor French-Coin 
To make a longer itay Sirs; 


The Pope to parditaly fends 
Who neither Mony have. nor Friends 3 
In this he’s not alone Sirs: 
For our Judg to Mercy’s nof tnaclin’d, 
‘Lefs Gold change Confcience and his Mind, 
You are infallibly sone Sits. 


His Father once exempted was 
Out of all Juries: Why ?. becaufe 
He was a Man of Blood Sirs. 
And’ why the Butcherly Son ( forfooth ) 
Shou'd now be Jury and Judg both, 
Cannot be underftood Sirs. 


N 3 The 
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The good old Man with Knife and Knocks 
Made harmiefs Sheep and ftubborn Ox 

Stoop to bimvin his. Fury: 
But the brib’d Son, like greafy Oaph, 
Kneels down and worfhips Golden Calf, 

And fo do’s alj the Jury. 


Better thou’dit been at .Father’s Trade, 
An. honeft Livelihood..to have made 
Ih famp’ring Bulls with'Collars, 
Than to thy Country. prove. unjutt; | 
Firft fell, and then betray thy Truft 
For fo many hard Rix- Dollars. 


Prieft and Phyfitian thou didft fave 
From Gallows, Fires, and from the Grave, 
F'or which we can’rendure thee. 
The one can ne’re-abfolve thy Sins; 
And th’other (tho henow begins ) 
Of Knav’ry ne?er can’cure thee. 


But left we all’ fhou*d.end his) Life, 
And with a keen-whet Chopping-Knife 

In-a thoufand pieces ¢leave him, 
Let the Parliament firft him andertake} | 
They'll make the, Rafcal ftink at ftake, 
And fo like a Knave let’s leave him, 
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On thes fame. 


Ince Juftice Scroggs Pepy’s and Dean did bail, 
S Upon the good Caufe did turn his Tales » » 
For two thoufand Pounds to buy Tent and Alle.” 
| | Which nobody can.denys 
The Jury and Judg, to fham the Plot, | 
Freed the Traitors to prove that it.was not;,. . (pot; 
But old England will {tand when the Rogues goto 
f ‘Which-nobody can deny- 
Scroggs was at firft a Man of the blade, 
And with his Father-follow’d the Butcherly Frade, 
But ’ewas the Peter Pence made him a. Jades:.° 
Which nobody can. deny: 
He'd ftand by the Proteftant Caufe he faid, 
And lift up his Eyes, and cry’d,. We're betray’d ; 
But then the Pettifogger was in a Mafquerade. . . 
Which nobody can deny: 
When D-—by mention’d to the King his Name, 
He faid he had neither Honefty, nor Shame,,.. ; 
And would play any fort of Roguifh Game. 
| Which nobody can.deny: 
He {weats he’d confound Bedlow and Oats, 
And prove the Papifts Sheep, and the Proteftants 
: « Goats, 
And that he’s a Fool that on Property. dotes, 
Which nobody can deny. 


eres 


N 4 
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Ihe Pope's Advice and Benediétion- to. his 
fudge and Jury in Eutopia. 


W/ Fl! done my Sons,yé have redeem’d my Caufe 
Beyond my Expectation, from the Jaws 
OF my curit Foes, ‘the Proteftants theirLaws. 


For had ‘you not thus timely ftept between, 
They had endanger’d both my Caufe and Queen, 
And then’ paft all Redemption hadit been. 


For Tyburn then more Martyrs had me fent, 
Which I had rather quick to the Devil went, 
Than my defigns fo well contriv’d be fhent. 


Go on and profper, never change-your Notes, 
The Sign oth’ Crofs direct your open Throats, 
To ery not guilty, fo you’l baffle Oates, 


Forfworn? no matter if you perjur’d be, 
You are difpens’d with, and you ought go free, 
/ Tis mighty ‘Service to the Court and Me; | 


Who will requite it, and for certainknow =” 
My Pardons and Bleflings on youl beftow, . 
Beiides the Gold you have receiv’d I owe. 


Far greater Sums, than e’re the Court yetgave 
20 Pimp, or Cheat, or Traytor, Whore, or Knave, 
Might fatisfy our Luft, our finking Credit fave. 


But 
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But.that’s notall, unlefs wedo declare,, : 
And fet.our Mark upon our Fav'rites fair, 
That Hereticks may know them who they are. 


And firft Dear Sexoggs, with thee we. hall begin, 
Altho of late thou wert a Manof Sin, . ,.- : 
And didft abufe thofe for us put you in. 

From which we naw abfolve ye as. we're Pope, 
And do allow that.Butcher’s by the Rope, 

Begin, not end, for that would mar our hope. 


Tis true at. firft twas prudent, witty, quaint, 
To counterfeit the Devil,, act the Saint, 
With zealous Thunder *gainft the Jefuits complaint. 


This gain’d you credit, with the Rabble Rout, 
Confirm’d the Choice of thofe that.wilh’t. you out, 
But now that’s done “tis time to tack about. 


And dare to aét to fet my Vaflals free, : 
You fhall receive from Holy Fames and Me 
A Crimfon Cap, at leaft my Legate be, 
Provided you efcape:Zrefiians Triple Tree. 


Next hated Ralph, thou Leader of the Van, . 
My Papal Power fhall do all it can, 
To make thee nexc Election, SenateMan. 


And reafon good, for then my Caufe will thrive, 
If all prove fuch, the Hereticks we'll drive 


¥ill-not a Soul ef themis left alive. 


Next 
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Next follows altogether half.a dozen, 
Whom neither Sheriff (by Order’) for me chefen; 
Who like good Men did Law and Juftice cozen. 


They’re all Right Roman, * Howley, Hodges, Dowaton, 
And drew together Backthurst, Hempen, Heydowe, 
Sworn to be true, but falfe as Fack of Leyden. 


Next were two Jades, Bal, Dobbing never right ; 
In Rack and Manger lay thefe Beafts delight: 
Next were three Monfters, Avery,Wbale, and White; 


Thefe being collar’d all together, fwore 
To do fuch Juftice ne’er was done before, 
Proftrate their Wives to fave the Common Whore, 


For which good Service moft did places gain, 
One made the Wheeler unto Charles’s Wain, 
And Tapermaker Lightman did obtain. 


Three more had places to their Hearts defire, 
Which York afforded, made them each Efquite, 
And all they were to do was fet the Land on Fire. 


Informing Dob-—that’s Landlord to Sir Wake, 
To fave his Tenant Golden Pills did take, 
Whole blefled' Guilt before did make him quake. 


The reft had’ Gold (drop’t by the Fairy Queen) 
Left in their Shoo, that fhe might pafs unfeen, 
Which expel’d Poifon as’t had-never been. 


© Sir George Wakeman’s Jusy. 
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By this my Sons, ye left them in the Lurch, ave 
And fwept the Scandal off our holy Church, i 
Which erft ftood tottr?ing on a broken Crutch. 


prea 6s ay 
: ee és 
= a 4 te wae we f cA 
nce tne caer rer 6 Pais 


Strangely reviv'd my Lordly Sons i’th’ Tower, ri 
Who now tranfported laugh to {corn the Power i 
Of Lords and Commons, from: whom they fear’d 

| : I aif a fhow’r. : 
Ando’re the Hereticks have advantage got, \. 
Who ftopt the bleft Proceeding of my Plot, } | 
No Oppofitions left but Fanatick Sor, 


For which great Service Debtor we remain a 
Till we get Britain in our Filt again, / 
Then then be fure, we will requite your Pain. 


Till then adieu, Hell have you in its Care, 
And ever dictate what'you fay or {wear, 
May make you ufeful toSt. Peter's Chair. 


The Wolf Fuftice 


Being certain Verfes fixt upon the L. C.F 
Scroggs Chamberdoor. 


Ere lives the Wolf Jufticés a Butcherly Knave, 
H Who Protéftants goals, but the Papifts do’s 
He’s a bold Perfecutor contrary toLaws _— Cfave. 4 
Of all that dare write for the Proteftant Caufe. i@ 
Since thefe were his Actions, in vain were his Prate, a 
And falfe Imprecations he printed of late, <athe | | * 

| : Twi le 
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‘Twill one day be prov’d (Old Clodpate) that you 
Were brib’d by the Court.and Portugal too. 
When * Par comes'to Town, you'll receive fachia 
| (check, 
Not your Speech nor your Pardon will fave your 
Pt ¥ (Bull-Neck: 
Mean while go‘on and play England's Story, © ’’ 
You’! hang atthe laft'as Trefilian before ye. > (be, 
For we'll have the Plot punifht come on it what can 
In Spite of Clodpate, York, Lauderdale, D—by. 
‘Tis not Prorogations fhall ferve the Rogue's T urn, 
We'l dy at our Doors e’er in Smithfield we'l burn. 


* Parliament. 


A Satyr. 
Is Holinefs has three Grand Friends 
On Great: Britasn’s Shore, | 


That profecutes his and their own Ends ; 
~--A Duke;-a-Judge, anda Whore. 


The Duke is as true.as Steel «yy . 6 
To the Pope, that infallible Elf; 

Therefore no Friend to the Commonweal, ) 
Nor no Friend to himfelf." SOY 


The Judge is a Butcher's Son, _ sn 
Yet hates to fhed innocent Blood, 
But for ten: thoufand Pounds has‘done: . 
oh The Pope'a great deal of. good. 


He did that Villain, Wakeman clear, 
i; Who was to,have poifon’d,the King, 
As it moft plainly.did: appear 3. vache? SUB 
‘\ivekor which he defervesaSwing. ~ = Port 
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Port{mouth, that Pockey Bitch, «220, .: 
A damn’d Papiftical Drab; 

An ugly deform’d Witch 
Eaten up with the Mange and Scab, 


This French Hag’s Pockey Bum 
So powerful is of lates 
Altho it’s both blind and'dumb, 
It rules both Church and State., ,.. 


A Pun, | 


ey-Ake a T—d 
Upon my word, 

And into five parts ‘cut it, 

And put it 

Into a Pye, 

To convince 

Our good Prince, 

What it can be, 

To mince 
Thomas Earl of D--by 
Into five Commiflioners and a Guy- 


A (caution to. King. Charles the fecond from 
Forty One. | ae 


HY faft thy Sword and Scepter Charles, 
a. 4, Sad times are coming on, 
The 


wlan nec 
seas? mnentideiioantashetil 
> or ee 
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The murm’ring of thy Senate Houfe 
Smells rank of, Forty One. 


Va 


When Kings are call’d to give Account 
What their Expences be, 

i eT | It is a Sign we all are Kings, 

si Or that no King fhall be. 


Give way but to their Will a while, 
And you will find as great 

A Will in them to act anew, 
From Forty One to Eight.” 


Hold cruel England, hold; in thee 
1 Sure all Rebellion f{prings, 
{ | Confider but thy Infamy 
Hi To kill the beft of Kings. 


The World againft thee will exclaim, 
Thy Cruelty abhor, 

That thus delights in killing Kings 
And raifing Civil War. 


na a2 


England’s (oure, Strumpets, 


Ince Cleavelandis fled till {he’s brought to Bed, 
S And Nelly is quite forgotten, 
And Mazarine is'as old asthe Queen,» 

And Port/month the young Whore is rotten. 


r / ie Since Women at Helm, have ruin’d the Realm, 
i And Statefinen have‘loft their Anchors, | 


The 
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The Lords and the Commons know what will come 
did al (on us 
But the Kingdom tuft break like the Bankers. 


Since Ravenboufe is come let’s fend them all Home, 
But ftill let’s fecure the Millions, 

Twill ferve for a Farce to clap a French Arfe, 
Or ferve the next new-comeltalian. 


On the Monument upon Fifh-ftreet-Hill. 


W's Hodge firft fpy’d the Labour in Vain, 
Grown fince he pafs’d by Pudaing-lane 5 
To reach his Chin up as he gaz’d, 

Till level’d with his Forehead rais’d, 
With Face that Horizontal lyes, 

With gaping Mouth and ftaring Eyes; 
Supporting on his Staff his Jaw, 

He took the Height of what he faw. 

As one that makes an Obfervation, 
Chap-fall’n he ftood-with Admiration : 
Hodge was (altho to Cart confin’d) 

A Virtuofo in his Kind 5 . 

And long he ftockt up in his Crown. 
What e’re he faw'or heard in Town: 
Within his mufty Fancy mew’d, 

Heated into Sinilitude : 

That whatfoever Subject fell, 

He Bargains ready-had to fell. 

Tho the Similitude’s moft. pat, 

Shews that Men fay they know not what. 
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the Defcription: 


A New Spout to quench the Fire; 


Or elfe to draw the Smoak up Mate : 


A Model of a Pepper-Box, 

Or Microfcope to. view an Ox 

Or elfe a Candleftick to placea Light 
For fuch as travel in the Night : 

Or Chriftmas Candle over-grown, 
Not to fhew Light, but to be fhown : 
Or elfe a Torch with gilded Flames, 
To fteer the Boats that row on Thames : 
Or elfe.a Piece of Art and: Labour, 
Of Hook;—out Architecting..Baber. 
When long he thus .himfelfhad gueft,.. « 
Nor could the fwallow’d, Sight digeft 5, . 
He ask’d a Wag at the next, Stall, 

To whom belongs this Houfe fo tall. 


The Boys Anfive were 


T HE City Monument - is this, 
in token that our Mayor, did pifs. 


It feems when Londen’s Mayor-does fale, ; 


She by confent.too lays her Tail. 
Body’s fo great may bear the Fxpencs 
Of fuch a vaft Sirreverence,: 

But *tis a Heap which would. haye rent 
All but the City’s Fundament.. » 


Rex 


. On A ais. 
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| Rex OF Grex: 


EX and Grex are of one foul id, 
But Dax does: Rex and. Grex c confound, 
If Crux of .Dax could have his. fill, . 
Then Rex of Grex might have his, Will. 
Five Subfidies to ten would turn, 
And Grex would laugh, that now does mourn. 
Oh Rex! thy. Grex does {till complain, 
That Dax bears Crux, and Crax not Dux again. 


A Weltminfter Wede iding 07: The Town- 
Mouth ; alias, the Recorder of Lon- 
don and his ‘Lady. Feb 17.1679. 


>—wtIS {aid when George did Dragon flay, 
He fav’d.a Maid. from cruel, fray- 
But this Sir George, whom Knaves do. brag on, 
 Mift of the Maid, and caught the Dragon; 
- Since which thesfurious Beaft, fo fell, 
- Stares, roars, and yawns like Mouth of Hell:, 
He raves and tears; his bad Condition 
Diftracts his Mind as late Petition. 
Peace Man, or Beaft (or both) to pleafe Ye; 
A Parliament ‘will furely eafe ye. 
Marriage and Hanging both do go 
By Deftiny : Sir George, if fo, 
You ftand-as fairly both to have, - 
As ever. yet did Fool or Knaye> 
O 
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The firft your;Wife hath help’d ye to, 

The other as & Rogue’s your due 

No other way Is left to tame ye ; 

And if you have it not; then blame me. 

But ere it comes and things are fitting, 

Judg of his Merits by his getting; 

He’as got a ven’mous Heart and Tongue, 

With Vipers, Snakes and Adders hung : 

By which in Courts he plays the Fury, 

Hectors Complainants, Law and Jury : 

His Impudence hath all Laws brokeny 

( To th’ Judges Honour be it fpoken ) 

For which he got a Name that ftinks 

Worfe than the common Jakes or Sinks. 

But to allay the Scent fo hot, 

George from the Court has Knighthood got 

B:ftow’d upon him for his bawling, 

A Royal Mark for Caterwauling : 

But certain George muft never boalt. on’t, 

Caufe Traitors, Cheats and Pimps have moft on’t. 
Now Rogue enough he got in favour, 

To bind good Men to worfe Behaviour 5 

And bark aloud they will deceive ye, 

In that he matehes Tribe of Leos; 

Who now with Pope bear all before ’em, 

Pricfts made Juft—Alfles of the Owornm. 

Faith make ’em Judges too, molt fine-o, 

And then they’ll preach it all Dévine. 

There’s fomewhat more that George has got, 

(For * Trevor left him who knows what ) 

A ¥Feeming Lady-Wife, nay more, 

A. Hanfenkelder got before: As 

$ 
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* Sir John Trevor, faid te be his Lady's Gajlant in the time 
of ber Widowheod, &c, ~ aa ase 
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As trie a Wench they fay for kiffing, 
Ase’er her *Father was for pifling ; 
Who thought his Too! could Fire quench, 
Becaufe it oft had ferv’d his Wench. 
O happy City! when the Brains, Sir, 
Of Elders—hangs in Furs and Chains, Sir. 
But one thing more I can’t let pafs, 
When George with t Clodpate feafted laft, 
CI muft fay Clodpate was a Sinner, 
To jerk his Brother fo at Dinner ;) 
He by his Almanack did difcover, 
His Wife fcarce thirty Weeks went over; 
E’er fhe (poor thing ) in pieces fell, 
Which made Mouth ftare and baw! like Hell ; 
And Puppy-like there told him truly, 
Firft leap he had was but laft Fuly. 
What then, you Fool, fome Wives mifcarry, 
And reckon Fune for Fanuary. 
This Clodpate did affert as true, rd 
Which he by old Experience knew ; 
But all his canting would not do. S ' 
George put him to’t upon denial, 
Which fet him hard as Wakeman’s Trial : 
They rail'd and bawl’d, and kept a pother, 
And like two Gurs did bite each other ; 
Which brought fome Sport, but no Repent ince; 
So off they went to || Harré Sentence, 
Which foon they pafs’d againft all Laws, 
To glue their Rage and Popifh Canfe : 
For which Injuftice, Knaves, we hope — 
You7llend together in the Rope: hay 
O2 And 
* Sir Tho. Bloodworth Lord:Major in the tims of the 
dreadful Five of London, 1656. _ 
T Sir Wil. Seroges Lord C. Faftiees 
| Benj. Harris the Book(eller. 
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an And when the Gallows fhall you fwallow, 
at We'll throw up Caps) and once more hollow. 
| If this we wifh from private Grudg, 

Or as their Merit, Englands judg : 

ih Who feek the Nation:to enthral, 

tne | Are treach’rous Slaves and Villains all. 

4 1 when Confufion fuch does follow, 

Ve’ll throw up Caps, and once more-hollow. 


Thats their Exe, 
Tho they Rex-1t, 
We fhall Grex-it. 


ee A ELA LO LE LLL LAL ALLL ALO 


(ah The Fancy: Or, The Dy of "York's laf 


Farewel. 


AS | a walking was the other day, 

( Where do not ask me, for Iwill not fay ) 

{ fancy’d ’mongft.a Grove of Trees I {py’d 

A Man ftood mufing by a Water-fide: 

I with *cwas but a Fancy, but no doubt 

You'll think it more when you have’heard tt out. 
The Perfon was a very tall black Man, 

Above the common fize almoft; a Spans 


Lis Face was melted in moft piteous fort, 

In all things'elfe he was of Royal Port. 

But if il] Looks alone Majeftick’ be, 

Commend me to:that Face for Majefty; 

For’t had enough lil fwear for two or three. 

To this tall Man inftantly joyn’d another, 

Of juft his Stature, whom he call’d his Brother - 

ihe Richly encircled with a numerous Ring, _ (King. 

Ha Which fhew’d he wanted nought but amma of 
) omie- 
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Sometime they filent ffood, till all were gone, 
When. talleft bid his Brother to go on, 
Which thus he did. 
I thall, Great Sir, my laft Difcourfe retrieve, 
I pray you like Attention to it give: 
Your Cafe peculiar is, peculiar too 
Muft be your Care, or you'll your felf undo. 
For humble Stations, Induftry or Wirt, | 
A fecond way may find, if firftdon’t hit: 
But he that’s mounted ona Sov’raign Throne, 
Ne’er had nor can have other ways than one 
To curb the fawcy Vulgar, and pull down 
Their Cobweb Rights,that circumfcride the Crown; 
Take off their Shackles, let the Bumkins know, 
No other Almighty is than you below. 
You {poil your Game, Sir, while you do thus dally, 
Who follows him that ftands on fhall J, fhall 1? 
You cow the Bold, and keen the Coward’s Heart, 
Whilft you divided act the doubtful part. 
Had you when this damn’d City flanvd but run, 
And cut their curfed Throats, your Work’ you'd 
( done : 
Their Blood you fhou’d have made the Fire meet, 
With Bodys fed.the.Flames in ev'ry Street. 
To dovand undo forts well forry things, 
But is beneath the Majefty of Kings. 
Cefar or nothing’s writ on all they do, 
True Monarchs know no Medium tween thefe two. 
What is’t you ftick at, Sir, would you retreat 
You’re now too far engag’d, and muft them beat, 
Or beaten be; ride, or be ridden now : 
He never back muft look who holds the Plow: 
May be you: would not Promife break, or Oath; 
Pith! all the World do’s know you can do both. 
With great Advice but to’ther day you faid 


By Parliaments and Councils: you'd be led: 
O 3 To 


198 POEMS: mw’ 
To day you think it fit to lét us know, 
( What e’er you faid ), you ne*er intended fo. 
Fools to their Word! but Princes great like you, 
To nought but their Inteptions mutt be true. 
What is’t, the Laws you tender are to break ? 
It’s known that’s but a Scruple and too weak : 
For Laws are nothing, but the Ties and Bands 
Are made to fhackle up your Subjcéts Hands. 
Your filly Clergy Sir, tho meer fackdaws, 
Yet they do preach you up above all Laws, 
That Laws ’bove Subjects are, but that the King 
(God blefs him ) is *bove Laws and ev'ry thing; 
And teach from facred Leaves, not any thing 
Of Law or Promife can confinea King. 
Or for meet Tools is’t you fo doubtful are ? 
If this be it, Pil eafe you of that Care ; 
Damn’d Villains of intrinfick Worth I have, 
And more obedient thana Turkifh Slave - 
If you but bid ’em thruft their bloody Knives 
In Fathers Throat, in Childrens, orin Wivés 3 
In any but their own, they{l ready dor, 
And lay them fprawling at your facred Foot. 
I have my Teagues and Tories at my beck; 
Will wring their Necks off like a Chickens Neck : 
Try’d Rogues that never fhall fo much as fare, 
To tear from Mother’s Womb the Infant's Heart. 
Firft Rape, then ripher up in one half hour ; 
Two Lufts they'll fatiate do but give em Power : 
Faint Rogues will melt and have their Qualms of 
( Fears 
At Fathers Groans, or ata Mother’s Tears. 
But mine-ate Monfters fit for any Prince; 
Not plagwd-with Confcience, no nor pain’d-with 
( Senfe. 
The Flames of Hell, Hotror of endiefs Pain, 
( Thofe Clergy-cheats to propagate their -_ 
. ney 
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They ridicule, and fcorn to lend an Ear ; 
Let Knaves. for Profit preach, and Fools go hear 
The. Tales of future Blifs, not worth a Ruth ; 
One Bird in hand with them’s worth two i’th’Bufh. 
Others now ferve you but for conftant Pay ; 

My Hounds will hunt, and live upon their Prey. 

A Virgins Haunch, or well-bak’d Lady’s Breaft, 
To them is better than a Ven’fen Feaft : 

Babes Pettitoes cut large in Arms and Legs, 
They far prefer *fore Pettitoes of Pigs: 

Poor f{pan-long Infants, that like Carps are ftew'd 
In their own Blood, their Jrifh Chaps have chew’d 3 
And Fathers Cauls have Candles made to light 
Thofe damn’d inhuman Banguets of the Night. 
Whate’er you'd have, whate’er your Fancy craves, 
But nod, ’tis done by my obedient Slaves. 

They know no fcruple, no Commands difpute s 
But do’t as ready asa Zurks/h Mute. 

You fee, Sir, where youare, your Royal Date 
Grows out if you don’t foon fupport the State. 
To thake off Parliaments may be too great, 

And put you in too violent a Sweat: 

To baffte therefore, but not caft them off-; 

To hold them ftill, but hold them but in {coff, 
Muft be your Work; for we are weaken’d fo, 
That we muft drive the Nail that firft will go 5 
And this too we muft do with gentle hand, 
That tho they fee they may not underftand. 

When Fanuary comes, Cold and il] Way 
Will call it Love to put ’em off till 4Zay. 

In May fome odd Intelligence comes newly, 
Won't fuffer you to hold them until Fuly : 
And July's fo with Heat and Sicknefs vext, 
Pity prorogues them to Movember next ; 
And time’s ill manag’d if before that day 
We able be’nt to throw all Masks away. 

O 4 
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This far exceeds Diflolvings in my mind, 
And gives to your ‘Defigns a better blind, 
For if two Parliaments you flight, I doubr 
The Rogues will then begin to fcent us out. 


For watchful with ereéted Looks, the Herd 
stands lift’ning now, concerned and afeard. 
As Covy half o’erfpread, half fcap’d the Net. 
And ten times harder than at firft to fet: 

So People flipt out of the Noofeor Train, 

Are much more harder to be caught again. 
With Prorogation therefore fhort and foft, 
They muft be treated: Thefe repeated oft, 
Will chafe them fo, that either mad with Rage 
They'll bring the old Rebellion on the Stage ; 
Or fullen fit, and fleer on all you do; 


& 


» 
gv 


( The far more dang’rous Humour of the two.) 

Their dogged Nature now its Venom vents, 

{n choofing damn’d and plaguy Parliaments. 

Poor Fools! their Rage dos far out-run their Wit, 

For you muft ne’er intend that they fhall fit : . 

But mock their Choice; and mock their Seffions too, 

No other way we have our Work to do, 

One Plot is better than ten Parliaments ; 

They give but Taxes, this fhou’d give their Rents. 

A thoufand of the richeft in we’il {crew 

into a Plot they never heard or knew. 

(f three hundred thoufand Pounds a year would do, 

i'll three times three by this Plot help you to. 
This Sir’s the bus’nefs,. how to get fic Stuif 

Is all the care, and I have Rogues enough; 

Do you but Judges get, Pll Juries find, 

And Witnefles according to your Mind. Sie 

They’re fuch pure Rogues, *twill do you good to 

_ Chear 
low daring, bold, and bravely they will {wear | 


They 
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They fhan’t, like Bedlow, Dugdale, Oates, and fuch? — 
Confider firft, for fear they {peak too much; ue 
Nor let their Confcience maim their Evidence, tt 
Thro tender fear of hurting Innocence: en 
Nor do I care for a Fanatick Noofe, ald 
All thall Fanaticks be have ought to lofe 5 li 
Judg, Jury, Witnefles, we'll all enfure, 
And Devil’s in’t if all be not fecure. be 
Yet fhou’d this mifS, don’t you difcourag’d be ; | a 
To form a new, leave to my Priefts and me. © Hil 
Like Pins, one Plot fhall drive another out, 
Till we have brought our only Plot about. 4g 
Firft work to fave your Friends, that Point well ae 
(done 
( Like Shirts ) more Plots we’ve to our iat than 
one. 
They fain would foil your Plots, and fill your Ears 
With Regicide Intents, to raife your Fears. 
This fruitlefS Gun, that Dagger ftabs your Belly, 
When you know all better than they can tell ye. 
Go on, Sir, never fear the heedlefs Herd, 
They have no Courage but when you’re afeard : 
On me lay all the fault of Crown and Age, 
I'll fafely fcreen you from the Peoples Rage: 
And when ill Accident a Plot does fpoil ; 
Me they'll call Rogue,but you Moit Gracious ftile : 
For Loyalty awes them in ev’ry things 
Tho you deftroy them, yet God fave the King. 
Tho you them ftab, and I but hold the Knife, 
Yet {till theyll pray for’s Majefty’s long Life. 
Now I'll ftep in, mine fhall be the next Fate; 
But Pll do fomething fhall deferve their Hate. 
Thus greateft Sir, you're greateft Prince alive, 
If Plot according to its Profpect thrive ; ih 
And thrive it fhall, if you'll but do your part, ! | 
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For Plots like Clockwork are, one Pin pull’d out, 

Do’s all its Order and its Beauty rout. 

Steddy your Hand, keep Parliaments at Bay, 

Not on, nor off, nor working, nor at play. 

Clip ev'ry Tongue you find do’s hang too long, 

It’s taking Wind makes ev’ry thing {cent itrong. 
This if you do, ill Fortune V’ll defy, 

All other things pray leave to Fate and I. 

And now Ill dive again beneath the Show, 

And act my Puppets will by Art below. 


He being gone, in fteps a certain Lord, 
Who had feen all, and heard too ew’ry Word: 
Great Sir, faid he, Who can tell what to fay ? 
if you by Popifh Councils mean to fway, 

Curft be that Council, and the Men that do 
Perfuade you to your ruin, and ours too! 
A Thoufand Sir, Ten Thonfand let your Brothe; 
In’s next Book write, if he dare write another. 
Ten Gentry envys now what one has got, 
For God’s fake write us allin the next Plot ; 
All but your Papifts, Sir, all but a few 
(Oh fhame to name it!) of our Clergy Crew. 
Bate but thefe two, and let them take the Pale, 
They'll hardly get another Englifh Soul. 
For one’s damn’d Envy, and the othex’s Pride, 
Have reconcil’d all England elfe befide. 
Higher Huffs than his could ne’er this Nation awe, 
On our fide ftand the People and the Law. 
For don’t miftake, Sir, it’s by Law alone 
Your Right’s derived to our Englifh Throne. 

et thatafide, and make the Law a Sham; 
No Sov’reign you, nor I no Subject am. 
For felf-fame Laws give you your Dignity, 
Give me my Life, my Fortune, Liberty. 


Pardon 
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Pardon if, Sir, lefs decent this is faid, 


- Than doth become a Member to his Head. 
_ For this found Doétrine is, tho cully Brother 


And Clergy Wights wou’d fain bring up another. 
Within this Circle of the Law, great Sir, 

I ftand, but out of ic will never ftir: 

If to be King youl be content, I will 

Pay you Allegiance and Obedience ftill. 


_ The Peoples Right and their brave Englifh Laws 


Do make the ftrongeft Side and jufteft Caufe. 
>Tis not your keeping us from Parliaments 
Can further or advantage your [ntents. 

For greater are the Choofers than the Choice, 


_ England’s Free-holders have a Mighty Voice. 
 Thofe we’l unite, and thofe aflociate; 


And if we can’t defend our Lives and State, 
We'l fairly fall, and Free-men to our Graves 
Weill rather go by far than to live Slaves. 
Our Anceftors fhan’t curfe us in their Tombs, 


(Nor fhall onr Children in their Mothers Wombs.) 


They left us free, and We ours free will leave, 

Or Death our Hopes and us fhall both deceive. 
Thus faid,with threatning Looks he went away; 

And I trude’d too, as quite afraid to ftay 

But as I went, I met with honeft Nelly, 

And when I more do hear, I more will tell ye. 


— ees 


April the 15th, 1680. 


Gentlemen, 


Wwe laft you were here th’ Houfe was to be 
(ler, 


But now to the Pope and the Frenchmen’tis fet ; 
If 
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If you’! clubin amongft them;,be quickly refolv'd, 
Or elfe yousmuft home again—rogu’d or difloly’d, 
We'l try for another may ferve our Intention, 
That will Exgland betray for a Place ora Penfion ; 
That’s the Life-of,the Caufey.and the end of In- 
(vention. 
We loft an old Sett woud, have doneit no doubt, 
But Pox on ill, Luck, for Rogue 7 ommy was out. 
Cou’d we get ‘em again, we'd hug and collogue * em, 
Nor D--6y,nor Dutchefs fhould ever prorogue’em. 
An honeit Eadeay ius to make us ali Slaves: 
Pray which the worft evil, the Caufe or the Knaves. 
Old Albion looks ill, ‘the was heard to complain, 
Her Head,Oh! her Head was the Caufe of the Pain : 
It’s all on aLump, for it cannot difcover 
*T wixt its Catholick Foes and the Proteftant Lover. 
Her Empricks, and Quacks,. called. Divine,..and 
(fome Civil, 
Advife her to bleed again for the King’s Evil; 
But better theRogues were fent quick to theDevil. 
What ? Bleed an old Woman,Spring, Winter. & Fall! 
Don’t you know fhe’s too old to be practis d.withal ? 
But if. you do venture once more to attempt it, 
It’s Forty to One you’re the firft that repent it. 
For your Plots and your Murders.and Treafons fhall 
(try you, 
Tho Monfieur and Torys and Devil ftand by you. 
Faxit Deus, 
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The Refpondent, or Litany for Litany. 


Rom Kings that wou’d fell'us to pay their old 
KF (Scores, 
From faving of Traitors, and fhutting the Doors 
OF the Senators Houfe by advice of the Whores, 

Good Lord deliver us. 
From tricking the People out of their juft Rights, 
From making Confufion and Plots our Delights, 
And from dubbing Rogues Juftices, Judges and 

Knights, . Good Lord deliver us. 
From giving our Coin to uphold Subornation, 
From contriving the Death of the beft ith’ Nation, 
And embracing the Doctrine of Equivocation, 

Good @re. 
From abufing Grand Jurys in Gazett’s Sedition, (on, 
From publifhing Lyes call’d the Country’s Contriti- 
When none but the Popeling abhor’d the Petition, 
| i Good ee. 
From being fo cheap, when we {wear what we'll do, 
Tis -believ'd of none fhould we chance to fay true, 
when our Credit abroad is not worth an old Shoo, 
Good &c. 
From aflifting the Papifts and Freach all we’re able, 
From calling their Murders and Plots but a Fable, 
And declaring our Heir but a By-blow at Table, 
Good @e. 
From fhedding of Blood and the Innocents kill, 
From marching more Forces again to Edge- Hil, 
To fet up a Dagon, or Pleafure and Will, 
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Good ¢re. 


From. 
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From Churches Tantivy who rail at Diffenters, 
From Pulpit Alarms, of War the Fomenters, 
Whoof Godlinefs ever have been the Tormentors, 
Good ec. 
From a plotting falfe Duke that delighteth in Blood, 
Half Fool and half Knave, that never did Good, 
But the welfare of England hath ever withftood; 
Good ec, 
From his having the Crown, , while it is his main 
By Fire and Faggot to fet up the Pope, (fcope 
Whofe Treafons deferve both a Hatchet and Rope, 
Good &c, 
From treating with Wslloughby, Adordant, Cellier, 
To carry on Plots againtt fobn Presbyter, 
And thento come off like aSow withoneEar, .«. 
Good &c. 
From pofting to Town to have headed the Boys, 
And the murd’ring Papifts who were the Decoys, 
To burn a few Rumps and fome other fuch Toys, 
Good ee. 
From fretting and fuming, and hunting about 
For little Will Waller, who gave us the Rout, 
For which piece of Service we got him turn’d out, 
Good @c. 
For coaching Le Azarr, and his Mother Loveland, 
From the Tower to St. Sanit s,to Croydon the Strand, 
To inftruct the poor Fool the next way to be damn'd, 
Good Ce. 
From paying Five Hundred Pounds to our Fops; 
And the perjur’d Rogues for Chimerical Traps, 
And at laft to {peed worfe than we did of ourClaps; 
Goode. 


From 


. 


| 
| 


VoL. > State-Affairs. 207 
From: Mungril * Chriftians at the next. bloody 
( Erial, 
Where the Right Noble -f Back— at his Bay will 
(defy all, 
And the Truth it muft out it in {pite of denial, 
Good, @é. 
From printing the Matter without our Directions, 
In which it’s prefum’d there will be Reflections 
On Knaves of all colours, the Kingdoms Infections, 
Good, Ce. 
From Buggary, Sodomy, Perjuries, Slanders, 
From the || Villains ’th’ Tower, and all their By- 
( ftanders, 
When all areas falfe as the faving of Flanders, 
Good Lord deliver us. 
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* Chriftian and-Blood. Duke of Buckingham. 
\| The five Popifh Lords in the Tower. 
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Elegy on Coleman. 


F Heav’n be pleas'd when Sinners ceafe to fin: 

ff Hell be pleas’d when Souls are damn’d therein: 
If Earth be pleas’d when it’s rid of a Knave, 
Then al] are pleas’d, for Coleman’s in his Grave. 


on 


News from Weltminfter. 


aie x pie News from Weftminffer, the like’ was 
(never heard, 

A(x) Treafurer in Pantaloons, a (2) Bifhop with- 
(out Beard: 

A (3) Judg with aPerriwig to his Wafte hang- 
. (ing down; 

A (4) Speaker of the Commons that never wore 
(a Gown. 


(1) Osbh-—n. (2) Cr— (3) Atkyns. (4) Sy——r. 
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A Litany. 


‘Rom the lawlefs Dominion of Mitre and Crown, 
Whofe Tyrannies are fo abfolute grown, 
That Men become Slaves to the Altar and Throne, 

And can call neither Bodies nor Souls their own, 
aaa Libera nos, &c. 
1a From a Reverend py-bald Theologick Profeflor, 
4 From a Proteftant zealous for a Popifh Succeflor, 
Meet Who for a great Bifhoprick fill leaves a lefler, 
| And ne’er will die Martyr,nor make good Confeffor,; 
Libera nos, &c. 
He ( Eafes, | 
ih) From Deans and from Chapters who live at their 
} Whofe Letchery lies in renewing Church-Leafes, 
Who live in Cathedrals like Maggots in Cheefes, 
And lie like Abby-Lubbers ftew’d in their own 
Greafes, 
Libera nos, Sc. 
From 


Vol. Ill. State-Affairs. 169 
From.Oxford arid Cambridg Scholaftical Fry, 
Whofe Leachery’s with their Landrefs to lie, 
Of Church and State their Wants to fupply, 
That Religion and Learning may never die; 
Libera nos, &c. 
From a comfortable ~—— Divine, 
From a Criflingle Parfon in Silk Caflock fine, 
Who loves no Tobacco, no.Women, nor Wine, 
But any Religion, fo of the right Line, 
Libera nos; ic. 
From.a fpruce Court-Chaplain, whofe Pulpit rings 
With: Fure Divino of Bifhops and Kings 5 
And from true Scripture falfe Evidence brings, 
That Kingthip & Priefthood are two facred things, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
_ Froma Minifter of the Eaglijh Church Breed, 
Mothet-Churches ownSon by Epifcopal Seed, 
Who turns to burle{que the Lords-Pray’r & Creed, 
And can the whole Bible ridicule for a need, 
Libera nos,-&C. 
From afcandalots limping litigious * Vicar, 
Of whom his Parifh grows ficker and ficker, 
Who taught his dull Maid to grow quicker and 
we C quicker, 
And who ftole the Tankard when he drunk out 
the Liguor, 


Libera nos, &c. 
From a Ceremony-Monger, who rails at Dillenters, 
And damns Non-conformifts inthe Pulpit he enters, 
Yet all the Week long his own Soul he ventares,. 
By being fo drunk, that he cutteth Indencures, 

Libera nos, &cs 


a 


* The Parfon of Croydon. 
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From young Boy ordain’d tho a-——he has none, 
From’ a Journyman Preacher to fome diptified 
Who whatever Text he preaches upon, (Drone, 
Still talks of Rebellion and Forty-One, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From the * Bifhops Chaplain who feribbles ever- 
( lafting, 
On whom once Cook beftow’d a dry bafting, 
Who in his old Age young Fiefh would be tafting; 
And now writes for Bread to keep him from fafting, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
From a ProteftantChurch where a Papift muft reign, 
From an Oxford Parliament call’d in vain, 
Who becaufe Fitz- Harris the Plot would make plain, 
Was diflolv’d in a fir, and fent home again, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From Fools and Knaves, Prerogative Tories, 
From 2 Church that for the Babylon Whote is, 
Froma Prince like a Pear, who rotten at Core ts, 
From a Court that has Millions, yet as Fob poor is, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From a French Whore at Whitebal, and another at 
( Parts, 
From Dangerfield’s Plot outdone by Fitz- Harris, 
Deliver us Lord from the felf-fame thing, 
Fromthe King of France, and fromthe French King. 


* Sir Roger L’Eftrange, 
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The Downfal of the French » Bitch, 
England's Metropolitan Strumpet, 
The three Nation's Grievance, 
The pickled pocky Whore, 
Rowleys Dalilah, 
all in a word, 


The damn'd. dirty Ditches, 


: Hat! down in the Dirt? By St. Leonard 
; | ( her Grace 
Stinks vilely Pll warrant: That ominous place 
Works upward and downward, has giv’n her a 
( Glifter, 
To find her felf tumble juft over her Sifter. 
Make hafte to Newmarket to air the French Tool; 
If Rowley fhould {mell her, *ewould give him a Stool. 
The Wench of St. Martins who gave us the Clap, 
Or Nelly, drawnin Kennel, as twas her Mifhap, 
Or the thing that befhit us having got the wild 
| . 2 CAquirt; 
Was nothing fo noiforn as Dutchiefs th’ Dirt. 
Then faugh ! Carwel, faugh! for a ftinking French 
| . as € Bitch 5 
Fane Shore was more wholefom when dead in a 
| (Ditch. 
How came the Mifchance, if it was one, let’s know ? 
Had the fpoil of the Land o’erballanc’d het fo, 
That the funk by the Weight her Whoredorh had 
| | | ( gotten 
To be her fupport now her Carcafe is rotten ? 
P 2 Never 
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Never Whore fo miftaken! Faith, Rowley, her 


(Grace 


Is lame on all four, not fit for the Race. 

Let Shoreditch be famous for the Fall and the Foil 

It has given two Whores who funk in its Soil : 
Had the laft but lain by it as long as the firft, 

It had eas’d three Nations that in her are curs’d. 
Howe’er we’ all thank you,you did your Endeavour 


To have laid her as faft, and unwilling to leave her. 
The Men of Art tell us the Stars do portend, 
That her Fall in that place prefages her End : 

As Rowley grows ftiff, and can leap her no more, 
She'll rot in a Ditch as her Sifter Fane Shore, 

Pray Heaven it prove fo! then Gadbury thall, 

if he guefs right in this, be pardon’d for all. 


The Ob/cure Prince, 
Or, 
The Black Box boxed. 


Heavens ! the weaknefs of my unkind Father, 
Better fome Peafant had begot me rather : 
He wouw’d not black himfelf, his Wife defame, 
And after Marriage Baftard me proclain’; 
Through panick Fear thus in Perillus roar, 
To gratify a Brother, ora Whore, 
Honour difclaim, by Fools and Knaves beguil’d, 
Nay, wou’d it pafs, deny me for his Child: 
Deftroy my Right ’gainft God and Nature’s Laws, 
To prop the falling of their tott’ring Caufe : 


Purfue 
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_ Purfue a Chace more of the Goofe than Fox, 


Call’d the fhamm'd Story of the blackned Box ; 


_ Deny'the Truth long in the Afhes hid, 


Difowning now what Bifhop Faller did 5 

How he perform’d. the Marriage-Office, e’er 

You coud enjoy my wronged Mother dear. 

All other Terms fhe fcorned: with her Soul, 

Tho means were us’d with her both fair ‘and foul ; 
Witnefs your felf what Mother-Queen did do, 
Befides the Offers that were made by you. 

When mighty Paffions brought you down fo-ill, 


- Your Grief befool’d the French Phyfician’s Skill, 


And at grim Death’s approaches out did cry, 


— OF! let me marry. with.her, or I die : t 
| ?Twas then fhe yielded and became your Wile. 


Sir this is truth, Pll prove it with my Life; 
But you may fave the trouble if you pleafe, 
Speak like your felf, and all the Kingdom eale. 
You are my Father, Sir, Vil Duty pay 

Unto your felf until your dying-day. 

But when that falls ( which God foreflow ) Sir, ! 
Will take the Name of Royal Majefty, 
Without offence to any, as my due, 

Giv’n me by God, by Nature, Sir, and You: 


Then (if I live) the wronged’ World fall know, 


In Wedlock I was got, and born in’t too, 
That: 1 am Heir undoubted to the Crown, 
And will enjoy it when you lay it down, 
In {pite'of Papifts, mauger all their Hate, 
Their Hope fhall find I am legitimate: | 
England ftand by me with your utmoft Breaths, 
Vil ruin Rome, or die ten thoufand Deaths ; 
And make France tremble alfo e’er I’ve done, 
Deftroy thofe Plagues that murder Chriftendom, 
That-true-Religion in the Land may ftow, 
Not Forms and Int’reft which are called fo : 
P 3 And 
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And fhou’d I ever alter what I fay, 
Let God forfake me on my dying-day. 
( Word, 
Enough brave Prince, we'll take your Royal 
And will defend you by the dint of Sword 
*Gainit all Oppofers whofoe’er they are ; 
We?ll {tand or fall, and in your Fortunes fhare $ ’ 
And after Charles,who wrongs you of your Crown, 
Shall cut a Million of true “Englifh down. 9- ’ 
Honi foit qui ‘mal y penfe. 


(oy eee en, Sore 


Upon the Difpute in the Choice of Sheriff, 
this Paper following was Jpread abroad, 
directed to the Worthy Citizens of Lon- 
don. | 


Refpice & Cave. 


Gentlemen's 


Ow isthe time; acquit your felves like Men; 

N Elfe who can fay you'll ever fee’t agen? »- 
Divide not for your Lives, their Work is done, 
Down muft the Papifts go, and * AZourh muft run: 
Let not his Imprecations.us- befool, | 
He’s worfe than mad that trufts.a Yorkifs Tool. 
Shou'd he now choofe us Sheriffs, -f Clodpate Juries, 
We fall as Victims to their Popifh Furies. 
O! Heaven direc& us to unite we pray, 

Old Exgland’s. Fate depends upon this Day; ¢ 
And thofe unborn too blefs or.curféus'may. 


* Sir Geo. Jefferies. + Sir Will. Scroggs. 1 30. 
| ie Idem 
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ddem, 


ee of France hath been the ProteftantsScourge, 
BU And * Lewis of London is the Papifts Drudg 3 
One plays the Tyrant to uphold his Luff, 

And Losdon’s Villain doth betray his, Truft. 
Tyrant and Traitor Lewis is no lels, 

And Mouth and Clodpate do make up the mefs: 
Clofe up the Poll, or Lewis by. this Light, 

Your own hall off to do the City right. 


On Dr. Stil----fleee Dean of St.Paul’s. 


O have I feen a Dean of St. Paws, 
JD (Irenicum withdrawn ) 
Shifting about to blow the Coals 
For Rome again{t diflenting Souls, 
And all for Sleeves of Lawn. 


Se SORT 1 peer et me 


An Advertifement® to a Proteffant 
Grand-Jury. 


Swe not thefé following ‘Lines; 
Or count them idle things : 
A Stander-by fees. more fometimes 
Than thofe that game with Kings. 
Forewarn’d, fore-arm’d. 


* Sir Simon Lewis then Sheriff of London, 
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Mack- Ninnies Cafe looks defperate, 
The Papifts Canfe the fame. 


_ The Traitors ftruggle with their Fate : 


Then Patriots now beware their Hate 
Look to your felves ere’t be too late, 
Or all ison a Flame. 


A Country Hodg heard Torys fay, 
As he was walking home, 

Ottober’s three and twentieth Day 

Began the bloody Irifh Fray, 

And then to Edg- Hill took ‘its way, 
Remember Forty One. 


This trufty Roger told for true, 

’Tis odds he gueffes right 3 
Adack-had prepar’d his murd’ring Crew 
At unawares to murder. you, 

And by that Blow the Land fubdue, 
As ye fit late at Night. 


Unlefs in time ye him prevent, 

Be arm’d againit thofe Fears, 
Neer truft to Rowley’s Compliment, 
When Actions {peak the. ill intent, 
Who never yet lov’d Parliament, 

Whate’er he fays or {wears. 


What if ’tis {aid that Mack— hall: 265 
The Fool the Knave may truft. 
Stand on your Guard,-prevent this Blow, 
No matter whether he runs or nd, 
‘Tis you moft Papilts overthrow, 
Let Devil do his worft. 


Hiftorsa 
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HoH” the Prince fell by his trembling Sire, 
Who by his Recreant Son did next expire. 
Proud of his ill-got State, enthron’d he ftands, 
And on the People lays cppreflive Hands, 

They unaccuftom’d to the heavy Yoke, 

Punifh his Rapines by a fatal ftroke. 

A Brother to the next creates much Strife, 

Aims at hisCrown, and daily feeks his Life : 
Himt eafy, vain, and weak Court-Pimps deceive, 
And Brother’s Crimes Priefts bid him not believe ; 
Hence ftupid grown, Sloth, Luft, and want of Care 
Draw difmal Ruin on him unaware, ~ | 
This Truth the Reman Poets fang of-old, 

And in Majeftick Satyr did unfold : 

Kings without Wounds rarely refign their Breath, 
And Tyrants never die a Civil Death. 


eee 


Utrum horam mavis accipe. 


It or fit not, by Law or Sword, 
2 Mack falls as flat as Council-board : 
Maintain our Rights, ftand faft together; 
He hangs, runs, fights, e’en choofe him whether. 
Triennial Laws with Refolution 
Can cure that Plague of Diffolution, 
Let Rowley know unto his Face, > 
If Law and Juftice can’t take place, 6 
Well quit the Land of Bothmel?s Race. 


Se ee 
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The City’s Advice to the King. 


Bi T. tother day from Exile not by Force, 

&Y) With fhouts of Joy, as Troy their 7 rojan Horfe, 

We took thee in.and plac’d thee on the Throne, 

Prefer’d thy Happinefs, before. cur own ; 

And fhew’d the World.there is no other thing 

Holds half the Plagues in’¢ as a.thanklefs King. 
We full of Peace, of Honour, ard. of. Trade, 

Were with foft Eafe and Riches wanton made ; 

And fuch a Surfeit took of Happineis, 

°Twas only thou couldft cure our great Excefs ; 

And thy dear Dofe hath done it in a minute, 

And cur’d us quite, or elfe the Devil’s in it. 

We then cou’d go to Bed without the Fears 

Of having our Houfes fir’d about our Ears, 

Secure we flept without.the difmal frighr 

Of Marders, Rapes and Maflacres ith’ Night. 

But thou, great Prince, haft.cur’d us of this Eafe, 

When e’er we die cwon’t be of that Difeafe : 

Fow now our Sleep like thofe. fh Hell appears, 

We always wake with Flames about our Ears. 

Molt gracioufly,we once wholefale were burn’d, 

And nrore than all our City to Afhes turnd: 

Fer fince with retail Fires, now here, now there, 

As pleas d Rome’sRage,and as their Mark coud bear. 
And now the newHealth’mongft the Tory Crew, 

Is’t our fecond Conflagration ? ftrange but true! 

Yet thefe thy Darlings are, and only pleafe thee, 

Not one that honeft is, in Exgland’s ealy > ~ 

Poor Prince! how haft thoploft thy Worthy Braves 

For fuch a curfed pack of Fools and Knaves. - 

; Confider 
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Confider Charles, wast we, or this vile Rout 
Made thy Return, and ev’ry Street to fhouti? 
_ They drank thy Health, and damn‘d theimfelves, 
. (or fo; 
But greater good ne’er did, nor can they do: 
What Fund is this for either’ Peace or Wars? 
An Angel’s Art can’t fteer by fuch Pole-Stars. 
Go poll each ftarved Courtezan-and Whore, 
| Each Clergy Wight and Tory then give o’er, ‘ 
For all the Land won’t yield thee oné Man more. 
| For ev’ry Soul befides ( thine'Eyes may fee }” 
| Are Englifh now again, thank God and thee. 
Betimes confider then thy wandring State, 
The Wheel runs {wift, it foon may be too late. 
Thy People yet would fain preferve thy Throne, 
Don’t force °em make thy Brother’s Crimes thine 
A : > Cown; 
For tho they don’t believe thee free from Guilt, 
Yet they'll ne’er fpy thy Faults unlefs thou wilt. 
Clofe quickly then, let 20'thy Brother Elf, 
Or next remove of Rage may find thy felf, 
By Nature Englifh People willing ‘are 
To whip their Princes Mates, but chem to {pare. 
Bat if to ruin them their Rulers go, > 
And will protect their own and Peoples Foes, ¢ 
No Man (or Men) their Fury then e’er knows. 
Take then Advice before the time be gone ; 
Sad Fate of Father fhou’d’ inftruct the Son’: 
The felf-fame Crew was his delight, are thine 5 
The beft he lowr’d on, and on the wortt did hhine. 


Teagues, Tories, Rufhans pleas’d him to the Heart: 


But ill-plac’d Pleafures ever. end in-fmart. 
How will the Age unborn thy Conduct mock, 
If thou fhale fplit upon the felf-fame Rock.’ 
As tlvill-skill’d Pilot’s blam’d, and not his Luck, 
That runs fame fpot he faw his Lanthorn Struck : 
cere hy grisea noi k: Eo 
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So write for Oracle, fame Foes, fame Friends, 
Bring them that follow them,to th’ felf-fame Ends. 


a Se Sa ntteitiinieritimeee eee 


On Mun Doyly and Fleet 
Shepherd E/quires. 


At, ruddy, and dull, 
With an Inch thick of Skull; 
But falfe as the Bags of- his Brother.;, 
Is that Caterer for News, 
In- Taverns and Stews, 
Mun Doyly the Son of his Mother. 


The great Leg hearing this, 
Thought all was amifss 

And to run his’ Intelligence higher, 
Refolv’d at a Jump, 
To leaven that Lump, 

With Shepherd. that, voluble Lyer. 


What notable Tools 
Are a Brace of fuch Fools, 

f'n’ the hands of a young Politicians 
When the Colonel. did chufe: 
Falfe Wit, and falfe Newsy. 

Sure he needed much more a Phyficiam 


Yet poor Shepherd may prove 
In time, by ZLegg’s Love, 
As famous as Markbam or Needham: 
Or Berkinbead the Great, . 
Who employs all his: Sweat 
In witty fmart Ballads ( God. fpeed bim,). ».. ; 
: | Retura 
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Return. to the Pot, 
Thou damn’d drolling Sot, 
In time, left the Gallows attend thee 5 
For thou’lt ne’er’ make fo good 
A Spy as old Blood, 
Tho Béling and Adead do befriend thee. 


In Alehoufes dipt, 

From Oxford thou wert whipt, 
For thy witty Deceits to the Tapfter : 

T’has e’er fince been thy way, 

Thy beft Friends to betray 5 
Clancy proceeded not fafter. 


A RIDDLE. 


HO’s he that’s no body’s Friend, 
Whofe Levees yet great Men attend ; 
Who in Retirement loves to {neak, 
Yet for Domefticks oft does feek ? 
Folly and Innocence do him dread, 
He’s hated, yet he’s followed, 
And isinterr’d before he’s dead. 
His Retinue’s kept at others Coft, 
And when he’s curft, he profpers molt. 


wy 


ANOTHER. 


Much Weight,befide a noted Rogue in grain, 


Stand but on one Leg, yet do fuftain é 
And ‘twere anill Wind which blew him no gain. 


He 


r¢.) 
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He gives me Clothes, when faft he'd have me run, 
But {trips me naked, when his Work I’ve done. 
Then I, with Arms acrofs, expos d do ftand, : 


- Forced to fubmit to ev’ry Turn of Hand, 


And to incon{tant unfeen Pow’rs command. 

T once encounter’d was by hardy Fool, 

Who’ad got my Narhefake lodg’d within his Skull ; 
He me attack’d in wild and frantick Mood, 

And I my Ground, tho in fwift Motion, ftood. 
He from my Arms receiv'd a ftunning Blow, 

Yet what I was the Coxcomb did not know ; 
And you're more wife, if you guefs what I’m now. 


Third Riddle. 


Lofe to my Owes J adher’d, 
Till bloody Hands me from from him tear’d : 
In Warmth and Quietnefs we liv’d, 
And, while together, well we thriv’d. 
But naked now Men me expofe, 
And I excite them too to Blows. 
Dumb.was I born, ftill have no Voice, 
Yet Courts and Camps fill with Noife. 
I liv’d in Peace, now ferve in Warsy 
Was innocent, but now at Bars 6 
Am try’d, where I move endlefs Jars. 
Great Rogues trade in me by whole-fale; 
In Parcels too they me retail : 
But when their greater ufe I fail, : 
Small lowfy Thieves do in me deal, 
And ferve their Ends of me piecermeal 
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Song. To the old Tune of, Taking of Wh 
Snuff is the Mode of the Court. | 


I. | 
HE Widows and Maids he 
May now hold up their Heads; 
There are Men to be had for all ufes : 
But who could prefage,’ 
That ever one Age 
Should be furnifh’d with two Tom Lucys ? 
2 
Since his Grace could prefer 
The Poulterer’s Heir, 
TO the great Match his Uncle had made him: 
’Twere joft if-the King 
Took away his blue String, 
And few’d him on two to lead him. 


S: 

That the Lady was fent 

To a Convent at Ghent, 
Was the Connfel of Kidnapping Grafton ; 

And we may now foretel, 
That all will go well, 8 
Since the rough Blockhead governs the foft one. ie 


4. 
Moll Hinton beft knows, 
Why Newburgh kept clofe ; 

But it need never trouble her Confcience: ~ . | 
°Twas Duty to clap | i 
That impertinent Fop; ig 

For it fav'd us abundance of Nonfenfe. : i 


5, For 
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For one that ees 

1. And would live at his Eafe, 
Hie Northampton the beft way has chofen 3 
eal | Leaves courting the Fair 

RC | To his Uncles Care, 

And the combating Part to his Coufin. 


6. 
In Shrewsbury we find 
A genrous Mind, 
So kindly to live with his Mothet 5 
And never try yet 
' To revenge the fad Fate 
Of his Father and only Brother. 


ut 7. 

ae Thus fighting we fee, 

! With fome Folks won’t agree 5 

A Witnefs a much fafer Poft is: .. 
And tho my Lord Grey 

atl In the Field ran away, 

ny He could charge ina bids of Juftice. 


i Tis pleafant.to hear 
Bate An eminent * Peer, - ¥ Sun—lands 
Mid Make Whoring a Cafe of Confcience: 

When ’tis fo well known, 

His Favour begun 
By pimping to Pere not long fince. 


Tis a very plain Eales ¥ 

That the -- Countefs’s ftteeey Ff Dorche- 
The Catholick Caufe advances : Set. 
Reg °Tis alfo as plain, 
tae | That Tyrconnel’s chief Aim 
na Was, to bring in his Daughter Frances. 


te. That 
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10. 
That Church will difpenfe 
With no Heretick Wench; 
And yet we have this for our comfort; 
Tho the Prieft at the Court 
Forbid us that Sport; — 
The Chancery allows us a Montfort. 
II 


Thrice fortunate Boy, 
Who canft give double Joy; 
_ And at every Turn be ready, 
| With Pleafures in ftore, 
| Behind and before, 
_ To delight both my Lord and my Lady. 


A Sunday Morning's Ramble: 


Lis 
| ()* Saturday night we fat late at the Role, 
Caroufing a Glafs to our Wives good Repofe; 
After our ufual Mode; 
Till we drank fo long, 
_ That Religion came on, 
For we were full of the God: 
At Pro and at Coz, 
We held. till One, | 
And then we agreed-in the Clofe; 
To let wording alone, 
And ramble the Town, 
Yo fee how Religion grows. 
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2. 
We began at the Church of St: Peter, 
Whofe Prebends make many Months water : 
Religion did here 
Like grave Matron appear 5 
Neat, but not gaudy, like Courtezan Rome ; 
Plain, but no Slut,. like your Geneva Dame, 
She has on an old Stuff, 
With a Primitive Raff, 
And round the Seam of her Vets 
In Mufick Notes fcrawld allo’er, 
Loyalty exprefs'd fhe bore, 
By which at her Church we guefs’d. 


wv 


| 3. 
| At the Tombs we did peep, 
Where the Kings were afleep, 
And the Choir melodioufly chanted, 
Without any Concern, 
As we could difcern, 
Pont Of being Be-quo-warranted. . 
vat And.we fancy, .at.the laft Caft, Sir, 
ili When among the reff, 
ae They~ caine to the Tet, 
ey St. Peter wil! deny his Mafter. 


46 
A at Then fhifting our Proteftant Drefs, 
To the Royal Chappel we prefs, 
Where Religion was fine indeed 5 
But with Facings and Fringings, 
With Croflings and Cringings, 
Intirely run up to Seed. ‘ 
Good God ! what Diftraétion there reign’d, 
When Union in Worhhip was feign’d : 
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For I {py’d a poor Maid, 3 ae 
Juft come to the Trade, te 
And I fancy fhe was but a Learner, We 
Who was but at moft, Sir, : yer 

Half thro Pater-Nofter, ae 
When the Prieft was at Amen-Corner. | 1 


5. 
Not an Irifhman’s Breeches had half the Petitions, Ve 
We faw put upthere for various Conditions, Wh 
Sent to the Bleft Maid, 
With care and with fpeed, | 3 

And fhe foon bad a Fellow-feeling ; one 
For fhe was not far off, ! 
But was got up aloff, ae 

Moft curicuily drawn on the Celings | 

' By the Royal Command, 
Where Virtue’s great Hand 

(Snch to the Saints is his Love ) 
To the Virgin has given 
As glorious a Heaven, 

As that fhe enjoys and reigns in above, 
Whether like the Rogue drew her, 
They can tell beft that knew her; 

Tho moft Men are apt to conjecture, 
When he drew the blefs’d Maid, 
( Mortal Fancy to aid ) 

His Miftrefs fate for the Picture: 


6. 

Then bidding Farewel to their Goddefs and them, 
We putin atthe Savoy, or New- Amfterdam, 
Not to find out Religion,but to fee fome odd fights, 7 | 
To which Father Corker’s Chappel invites. ie 
Asin ours fometimes we place Saints and Martyrs, i 
Sothis haly Room was furrounded with Traytorss | 

Q 2 in ee 
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In Halters there hung, 
Juft fo as they. fwung, 
Saint Coleman, and moft of the Gang, Boy ; 
And were’t not for fomething 
That's juft next to nothing, 
Perhaps there had hung our new Envoy. 


re CC CC CLL A CC tT TILE 


The Pilgrimage. 
To the Tune of, Hey Boys up go we. 


Ls 
UR. Priefts in Holy Pilgrimage, 
Quite thro the Land have. gone, 


Surveying each Religious Houfe 


Of Abbot, Fryer, and Nun. 
The’ yearly Rent, 
And full Extent 

Of every one they know, 
And in whofe Hands 
Are all our Lands, 

As antient Writers fhow. 


2 


Thofe Places all thall be reftord, 


As in fhort time you'll hear 5 


I know the Man has pafs’d his Word, 


Of which you need not fear 5. 
He'll never evade 
Cne Promife. made, 
Nor fail a Friend in. woe: 
But when “twiil be, 
Nor I, nor He, 
Nor the Devil himfelf does know. 
g. Re- 
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g 3. 
| Religious Men fhall hither hafte, 
| Their Zeal fhall make ‘em run; Hi. 
| The Jefuits fhall your Wives keep chafte, ie 
Each Fryar confefs his Nun. Ny 
| The Men fhail fhrive, ae 
The Women ————— 
| So all fhall be forgiven : 
: Your Daughters whore, an 
Then quit their fcore, i 
And make ’em fit for Heav’a. 


4. 
For Lady Abbefs thall appear, 
An old flux’d Bawd or Punk, 
Has whor’d and bug—d threefcore year, 
Talk’d Bawdy, and been drunk: 
Religious Puns, 
To teach the Nuns, 
Committed to her Charge 5 
And mortify 
Their Leachery, 
As Nature does enlarge. 


S. 
The Veftals all thall Virgins be, 
That never went aftray ; 
Have been train’d up religiouily, 
The clean contrary way : 
In Fulian’s Song, 
For whoring long, 
Tho oft they’ve noted been; 
Nature of force 
Will have its Courfes ut 
Twas all but venial Sin. | il 
x8 6. Your it 
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6. 
Your Colleges fhal] be our own, 
As Vacancies do fall; 
We'll ftrip each Dottor of his Gown, 
The Parfons turn out all. 
Revenues great, 
With pleafant Seat, 
The Church to us bas given 3 
To fing you Mafs, 
Confefs each ATs, 
And make you fit for Heaven. 


rp 
No? will we any longer wait, 
After fuch Notice given ; 
Nor fhall they in the Pulpits prate, 
Or teach the way to Heaven. 
?Tis our Province, 
You to convince : 
Our Arguments fhall be, 
Without difpute, 
To make you mute; 
Then, Hey Boys, up go we, 


8. 
Now HBHereticks confider well 
The Game you have to plays 
You yet may Keep on this fide Hell, 
If warn’d by what I fay. 
But eer your Lands 
Shall fcape our Hands, 
Which have been long our due4 
We'll ftab, wll fhoot, 
Will damn to boots 
Then, Hey Boys, up go yous | 
A AG: J BO BP SO ome SONG, 
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O, Brother Teague, doft hear de Decree ? 
Lilli Burlero Bullena-la, 
Dat we fhall have a ‘new Debity, | 
Lills Burlero Bullena-la. if 
Lero lero, Lerolero, liliburlero bullena-la, tt, 
Lero lero, &c. : 
Ho by my Shoul it is a troat, Bit | 
Lili burlero, &c. We 
And he will cut all de Enghfh Throat, ay 
Lilli, &. 
Lero bere, &e. 
Lero lero, &c. 


Tho by my Shoul de Englifh do praat, 
Lili, &e- | 
De Lawson dare fide, and Creifh know what, 
Lili, Xe. 
Lero lero, &c. 
Lero lero, &c. 


But if Difpence do come from de Pope; 
Lilli, &e. 1 
Weill hang Magna Charta, & demfelyes in a Rope: ie 
Lilli, &c. i 
Lero lero, &c. 
Lero lero, &cs 


Lero lero, &c. 
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And de good Talbot is made a Lord, 
Lili, &c. 

And he with brave Lads is coming aboard, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lerg lero, &c. 


Who aul in Fraage have tanken a Sware, 
Lilli, &e. 

Dat dey will have no Proteftant here, 
Liki, &c, 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


O, But why does he flay behind ? 
Lilt, &c. 

Ho, by my Shoul, ’tis a Proteftant Wind, 
Lilli, &c. 3 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Now Zyrconnel is come afhore, 
Lili, &c. 

And we fhall have Commiffions gillore, 
Lillis, &e. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c: 


And he dat will not go to. Mafs, 
Lilli, c. 

Shall turn out and Jook like an Afs, 
Liki, &c. 

Dera lero, &c. 
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Now, now. de Hereticks all go down, 
Lilli, &c. 
| By Creifh and St. Patrick, the Nation’s our own, 
| Lilli, &c. ) 
 Lero lero, &c. Lero, lero, &c. 


The Second Part. 


| Laue Sine ga dear Morifh,vat maukes de fho fhad ? 
Lilli, 8c. 

| De Hereticks jeer us, and mauke me mad, 
Lilli, &c. 

| Lero lero, &c. 

| Lero lero, &c. 


Pox tauke me, dear Teague, but I am in a Raage, 
Lilli, &c. 

Poo-oo, what Impudence is in dis Aage ! 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Dey fhay dat Zyrconnels a Friend to de Malt, 
Lill, &c. 

For which he’s a Traytor, a Pimp, and an Afs, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Ara! Plaugue tauke me now, I mavke 2Sware, 
Lilli, &c. 

{ to Shaint Tybarn will mauke a great Pray’r, 
Lilli, 8c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Tero lero, &c. 


ogee. oy 
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O, I will pray to Shaint Patrick’s Frock, 
Lill, &c. 

Or to Loretto’s Sacred Smock, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lerolero, &c. 


Lerolero, &c. 


Now, a Pox tauke me, what doft dow'tink ? 
Lilli, &c. 

De Englifh Confafion to Popery. drink, 
Lalli, CC. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


And by my Shoul de Math-houfe pull down, 
Lilli, &KC. 

While dey were fwaaring de Mayor of de Town, 
Lilli, 8c. 

Lero lero, &c., 

Lero lero, &c. 


© Fait and be! I'll make a Decree, 
Lil t, &Ce 

And {waare by the Chancellor’s Modelty, 
Lill, 8c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Dat I no longer in Exglifh will ftay, 
Lilli, &c. 

For by Gode dey will hang us out of ‘the way, 
Lilh, &c. 

Lero lero, &ce 

Lero lero, &e. 


Vol, Ll. State-Affairs. 235 


Vat if the Dufh fhould come as dey hope, 
Lilli Burlero Bullena-la, | 
| To up hang us for all de Difpenfe of de Pope. 
Lilli Burlere Bullena- la, 
Lerolero, Lero lero, Lilliburlera bullena-la, 
| Lero lero, &Ce 


secant om etme IOI AE TT TOLEDO ne hn 


song. 


To the Tune of, A begging we will go. 


1. 
Hat think you of this Age now, 
When Popery’s in Requeft ; 
And he’s the Loyal’ft Subject, 
Slights not the Laws the leaft ? 
When a Torying they do go, dogo, do go, 
When a Torying they all go, 


De 
What think you of a Whiggifh Plot, 
And of their Evidence, 
When all the Laws cannot protect 
The Peoples Innocence ? 
When a {wearing they do go, dogo, «Ze 
When a {wearing they do go. , 


3. 
What think you of a * General, * Grey, 
That did betray his -+ Lord, + Moninouth. 


For which he does deferve to {wing 

In Ketch’s Hempen Cord ? 
Such a Rogue you ne er didkuow, did know, dsd kgow, 
Such a Rogue you ne'er did know. i ahs 
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4. 

What think you to be try’d, Sir, 
By Proclamation Laws, 

And zealoufly deftroy a || Prince, [| Atonmouth. 
T’advance the Popifh Caufe ? 

“ind to Mafs to make ws go, ws go, us go, 
And to Mafs to make us go. 


5. 

What think you of the Chancellor ? 
Befure he'll do the Work; 

Effablifh a Religion, 
Altho it were the Turk? 

And for Inv’rct he'll do fo, do fo, do fo, 
And for Int’reft be’ do fo, 

6. 

in Lime-ftreet now we do fay Mafs, 
T’advance the Popifh Caufe, 

And fet the Mayor to guardit 
Againit his Oath and Laws? 

To the Court you muft bow low, bow low, bow low, 
To the Court you muft bow low. 


Ve 
And what think you of proving 
A Popifh Army awful, 
And bantering the Church with 
Arguments unlawful ? 
But a fiddling let him go, bim go, him go, 
But a fiddling let him go. 
33 


What would you give to be, Sir, 

In contrite Prance’s Place, 
And fentenc’d to a Pillory 

For one {mall Mite of Grace ? 
When recanting he did go, didgo, did go, 
When recanting he did go. 
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9 
What think you of our Penal Laws, 


| 


That made the Pope to bow # 
If damn’d Rogues had not betray’d us, 
They'd been as Penal now. 
But their Opinions were not fo, not fo, not fr, 
Their Opinions were not fo. 
10. 


| Yet fear we not, that bug—ing Dog, 


That fits in Porph’ry Chair, 


| That {wears he is infallible, 


*Canfe he’s St. Peter’s Heir ? 


| Tis a Lye we all do know, doknow, do know 
| 3 > 9 


Tis a Lye we all do know. 


S 
=~, 
“ 


A Stanza put on Weftminfter-Hall-Gate. 


W Hen Nature’s God for our Offences dy’d, 
Among the Twelve one Judas did refide. 

Here’s Twelve aflembled for-the Nation's Peace, 
Among which Twelve, Eleven are Fudaffes. 

One's true to’s Truft, but all the reft accord 

With ¥ews and Pagans to betray their Lord. (voke 
What Madnefs, Slaves? what was’t cou’d you pro- 
To ftoop once more unto the Romi{b Yoke ? 

May you be curs’d, and all your Hopes demoliftrd, 

And perifh by thofe Laws you have abolifh’d. 
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een anne en Ata eg 


Lo the Judges. 
oO 


Le Ignify’d Things, thay I'your leave implore 
al To kifs your Hands, and your High Heads 
(adore? 
Judges you are, but you are fomething more. 
May I draw near, and witha rough hewn Pen 
Give a {mall Draucht of you, the worft of Men: 
Tell of your Merits, and your mighty Skill, 
And how your Charms all Courts of Jaftice fill : 
Your Laws, far ftronger than the Commons Votes, 
So finely flow from your difpenfing Throats. 
What Rome will ask. you mult not her deny ; 
Ve . If Hl commarid you too, you muftcomp!y. 
There's none but you would in this Caufe combine 3 
Things made likeMen:but a&t like Brutes and Swine, 
Law-Books are Trafh, a Student’s bnta Drudge s 
Learn to fay, yes, he’s an accomplifh’d Judge. 
fii Fe wins the Scarlet Robe, and wears it too% 7 2 
Hon Ay, and defetves it wells for more’s his due, ¢ 
Bib Allthat compleats a’ Traytor, dwells in you. 
a bus you like Villains to the Benches get, > 
Hat Where, in Defiance to the Laws, you fit, ¢ 
And all bafe AGions that will pleafecommit: © 
‘There muft you toil for Rome, and there muft try ¢ 
: Your Jrifh Senfe; & Cobweb Policy ; 
a Compleat your Crimes, and then you’re fit to dy. 
ae True Loyal Babes, Pimps to the Church of Rome, 
drefilian’s Heirs, Heirs to his Crimes and Doom. 
Was e’re the Hall fill’d up With fuch a Brood, 
| All dipt in Treafons, Villanies, and Blood ? 
Worfe than Fanatick Priefts > for they being preft 
ti By a wild Prince, preach’d to repeal the Teft. 
Then 
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Then here’s the Diff’rence ’twixt you PopifhToois3 
You're downright Rogues,they only Knaves &Fools, 


eee 


The Advice. 


Ould you be famous and renown’d in Story, 
And after having run a Stage of Glory, 
Go ftrait to Heav’n, and not to Purgatory ? 
A eu This is the Time. 
Would you furrender your difpenfing Pow’r, 
And fend the Weftern Hangman to the Tower, 
From whence he’ll find/it difficult tofcour ? 
This is the Time. 
Would you let Father Pex, and Father Loo, 
Affifted by the Poet Lauréeat Sauab, € 
To teach Obedience Paflive to the Mob? 
This is the Time. 
Would you let Rev’rend Father Petre know 
What thanks the Church of England to him owe, 
For Favours which he does on them beltow ? 
This is the Time. 
Would you with Expedition. fend away 
Thofe four dim Lights, made Bifhops t’other day, 
Toconvert th’ Indians in America? 
A This is the Time. 
Would you the reft of that bald-pated Train 
No longer flatter with thin Hopes of Gain, 
But fend them to St: Qmers back again ? 
This is the Time. 
Would you, inftead of holding birchen Tool, 
Send Pulion to be lafh’d at Busby’s School, 
That hein Print no longer play the Fool ? 


This.is the Time. 
Would 
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Would you that Fack of all Religsons {care, 
Bid him for hanging fpeedily prepare, 
That Harry Hills may vifit Harry Car ? 

This is the time. 
Would you let Jreland no more fear ALacdonnel, 
And all the Rabble under Philem O Neal, 
And Cla—-don again fucceed Tyrconnel ? 

This is the time. 
Would you court Ear-wigs, banifh from your Ears 
Thofe Carpet-Knights, and interefted Peers, 
And rid the Kingdoms from impending Fears ? 

This.is the time. 
Would you make all the Hogen- Adogen yield, 
And be at once their Terror, and our Shield, 
And not appear by Proxy in the Field? 

This is the time. 
Would you no more a Woman's Connfel take, 
But love your Kingdoms for your Kingdoms fake, 
Make Subjects love, and Enemies to quake ? 

This is the time. 


A new Catch. 


‘His worthy Corps where fhall we lay ? 
In hallow’d, or unhallow’d Clay ? 
Th’unhaliow’d beft befits him dead, 
Who, living, from the hallow’d fled: 


Then.in the Veftry be his Tomb, 
Since that he made his Drinking Room } 
While to avoid che Commion-Pray’r, 

He foop’d off his French Pottage there. 


Vol. If. 


But now alas!’ near Wemgate thrown, 
‘E’er Tyburn could obtain "his Oye so it 
‘He's gone to fléep with Brethrén bleft, it 
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In Baxter’s-Saints e’erlafting Ref. 


ee 


Enter Olivet’s Porter, 


| The Scene adorn’d with feveral of the Poet's ie 


own Flowers,. 


Glory ! Glory! Who are thefe appear ? 
My Fellow-Servants, Poet)! Fidler here ? 6 
Old Hodge the conftant, olinny the fincere ! 
Who fent’ you hither?’ And pray ‘tell wh why 
-A-horrid Silencé does invade my Eye? é 
Why not one found of Voice from you ¥ {py ? 
¢ 
‘ 


T come to let thee know the time is now 
~Torturn, and fawn, and flatter as we do 3’ 
And follow that'which does “too faft ae, ey 
Be wile, neglect your Int’ reft now’ no more ¢ 
‘Int’reft, the Prince’ we ferve; God wé adore. 

I for the Royal Martyr firit ‘declit’d . 


in Bedlam. 


Porter. 


Fobnny. 


But e’er his Head’ was off, { was 


To own the R ump, 


ir 
Kid On 


But thofe 


And prais’d 


his 


Fidler and Poet | 


and for that Cante edid' rhyme 3 
it, next moément torn’c d to him 
That routed | ean,’ calPd - hire my’ Sovereign, 
époing of the Kingly Vein. 


tae 


pt repar'd 


[HIG ge; ‘| 


VAD PO0.EMS «om 


Fodge. 
I by my low’ring, Planets was. accurft 
To be for barren Loyalty at fir: 
But when todVod’s onr Charles his Fate gave places 
I could abjure th'unbappy» Royal. Race. 
To Noll J all my Fingers skill did thow, 
And charm’d_his Highnefs with my nimble Bow 
Bcfides, I ferv’d him as a faithful Spy, 
And. did \dscoy,..thes Cavalierifh Frys: 
Gold from his bounteous Highnefs charm’d my 

( Eyes, 

My old Whore Baltingla/s did not fuffice 
For the Expenceand! Equipage, of Spies, 

Fobnny. 
Come join with us to make our Party ftrong, 
And you can never be in Bedlam long. 

Hodge, 

Were you-yet.madder, youmight ferve the! State)» 
And be imploy’dyin,things of greateft weight. * / 
Fobnnny.. 

For, as/the.Turks. their Fantens, we adore 
The Fools and, Madmen, and,their.Aid-implore. 
Such are the Ment. fing in Paneg yrick)Verfe. 
Hodge. To fuch I write, not°to Philofophers. 
Porter. 
Such frequent Turns fhould you to, Bedlam brings! 
From Rump to Cromwmel, Crommel,to the King ; 
Then to your Idol, Church, next tothe Pope, 
Which may one day prefer you to, the:Rope. 
J among Madmen am confin’dy tis true, 
But I have, more Solidity than you. | 
Fohnny. 
A Windmill is not fickle, for we find 
That itis always conftant to the Wind ; 
I never change, I am ftill to Intreft true; 
The Conqu’ror ever does my Mufe fubdue 5 ro 
Nh 
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_ And with whatever Tofling the fhall meet, 


She, like a Cart, fhall light upon her Feet. 
Hodge. 
How long did I write for the Znglifb Church, 
Yet now think fit to leave her in ‘the lurch. 
Like Wil-o-thWi/p, th’inferior Clergy I 
Led into Quagmires, where I let them lie: 
Some into Bogs and Ditches I have caft, 
Where let them flounder what they will, they’re 
( faft. 
So far Crape Gown is plung’d into the Mire, 
I¢ is not poffible it fhould retire. 
Porter. 
My Spirit boils within my troubled Breaft ; 
Thefe Rogues are come to interrupt my Reft: 
Fobnny. 


- When the exalted Whigs were in their Pride, 


I {pent my: Oil'and Labour on’their fide; 
Wrote a Whig Play, and Shaftsbury out-ran, 


| For all my Maxims were Republican. 


For the Excluding Bill I did declare, 

Libel’d and*rail’d, and did not Monarch {pare ¢ 

When they began to droop, I fac’d about, ~ 

And with my Pen J damn’d the Whiggifh Rout. 

Nay, ev’ry turn before-hand I can find, 

As your fagacious Hog forefees the Wind. 
Hodge. 

You nimbly turn to that which does prevail, 

No Seaman e’ericould fooner fhift his Sail. 
Fobnny. 

Like a true Renegado ftill I maul 

The Party I forfook with utmoft Gaul. 

| Hodge. 
Sol eer long fhall damn the Heretick Souls 
Of my old Contrade-Coffee Priefts near Panl’s : 


R 2 | Spies 


Spies upon all their Pulpits 1 maintain; 
And if of Rome, or Slav’ry they complain; 
Or for their own againft our Church preach 5 
I war,.as if they did Sedition teath: 
I brand the Parfon with moft venomous Lies 5 
if I want Truth, Invention ftill fapplies. 
Porter. [ Afide.y 
O Seed of: Locufts! Ovth’infernal ake! 
You raife my Anger,:and, Pil make you quake. 
Hodge, 
Long my fly Pen fer'v’d Rome, and atchiev’d 
Ample Rewards, whole’ fhoals of -Priefts deceiv’d 3 
1 wrought with fuch imperceptible Tools, 
That f of heaps. of :Guineas gull’dithofe Fools : 
The only Bubbles:in the World -are they, 
Who to their Coft muft-feel before they fee. 
In publick: yetithe Enelifh Church L own; 
Tho I am fubtly -writing of it down: 
For yetit:is not time.I {hould declare, 
Left Fools, to. whom I write, fhould be aware. 
Fobnay. | 
Men beft themfelves ’gain{t open Foes defend, 
But perth furely by a feeining Friend. 
One Son turn’d me, I turn’d the other two, 
But had not an Indulgence, Sir, like you. 
I felt my Purfe infenfibly confume; 
Till I had openly declar'd for Rome. 
Hodge. | 
Now Fellow-Servant, pray at length.be wife, 
And follow our Example and Advice. 
Porter. 
What turn to Rome, who did-our City burn! 
And would our antient Government o’erturn ? 
ficdge. Hold! Is noe th’infcription blotted out ? 
| Porters. Therefore who burnt'the City ‘none need 
( doubt. 
6 A F obnny, 
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Fobuny. 


‘It was Almighty Fire from Heav’n came down 
_ To punith the rebellious ftiffneck’d Town: 


_ All which had perifh’d in devouring Flames, 


Tho on the Fire you'd empty’d all the Thames < 
Had all its. Waves been on the Houfes toft, 


ft had but bafted them, as they did‘ roaft. 
_ But Heav’n a Chryttal Pyramid did take, 
Of that a broad Extinguifher did make, 


| In Firmamental Waters dipt above, 


| To hood the Flames which to their Quarry ftrove. 


% Porter. . 
A Pyramid Extinguifher to hood ! 
*Tis Nonfenfe, ne’er’ to be underftood. 
Flodee. 


| What! you believe the Plot of Varlet Oates? 


Porter. 


_ Ten Proclamations, and four Senates Votes. 


Johnny. 


| That Godfreys Life was by the Papifts fped. 


Porter. 


| O no! He kilf'd himfelf when he was dead. 
_ Hedge. Todying Jefuits will you Credit give? 


Porter. 


Yes, full as: much as all the while they live. 


But dying Proteftants ll not believe; [Scoffingly.| 
For they allow of neat Equivocation, 


And of flat Lies ‘with mental Refervation. 


Fobuny, 


Hark Hodge! To gain him we in vain contend; 


Our Fellow-Servant is a’ Wag, dear Friend. 


Hodge. 
lll try him farther; for his Parts are fuch, 
To bring him o’er muft needs avail us much, | 
Who are for Rewe and France gainft Englifh and ¢ 
(the Dutch, 
R30 Come 
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Come Fellow-Servant, you’ll believe our Plot, 
Of Raffel, Hambden, Sidney, and what not? 
Of Bedford, Walcot, Bow-fteeple, and the Rye. 
Porter, 
For Raffel would, but Hambden would not lie, 
Rambald, and Walcot too did both deny, 
Aylofe to boot: but Cowards are not brave, 
For Fear’s a Paflion which all Cowards have. 
Yet to the Plot I firm belief afford, 
Of th’Evidence I credit not one word. 
Fobnny. 
Can you diftruft what. Gray and Efcrick fay ? 
Porter. 
What two fuch excellent Moral Men as they ? 
Hodge. 
Others there are fwore home as men could do. 
Porter. 
Who for theirLives muft {wear, {wear home, tis true. 
Againft the Popifh Crew none ever {wore, 
But a full Pardon he obtain’d before. 
ie Thefe Swearers are like Cormorants, for they 
at On Whigs with Ropes about their Gullets prey. 
| Folnny. 
What then! Will you not be to Int?reft true ? 
We both are of the fame belief with you : 
But we know better what we have to do. 
Porter, [Lafide.9 
Did ever Hell. fend fuch a brace of Knaves ? 
Such abject Cowards, Mercenary Slaves ! 
a Exit frowning. 
MI _  Folanny. 
ti His Looks are wild, ‘his fiery Eye-balls roll, 
A raging Tempeft’s lab’ring in his Soul: 
Lets prudently retire +——————. ~~ 


Porter 
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[ Porter re-enters with a great Bible given him 


by Nell Guyn. | 


Porter, ; 
You pitiful fneaking Rogues! Would you be gone ? 
Here’s that fhall knock both you and Popery down. 


[He kuocks*em down with the Bible, and framps 
upon them: they get np. | 


Hodge. 
Rafh Man! for this I full Revenge will take, 
And fet our Evidence upon your back. 
Fonnny. 
Audacious Fool! how dare you tempt your Fate, 
Provoking me a Pillar of the State, 
Who with my Pen alone have turn’d the Scale, 
And made the Tories o'er the Whigs prevail? 
Fodce, 


eae 


Your Pen alone ? 

Can I this Arrogance endure to hear ? 

Would you ufurp the Garland | fhould wear ? 
Fobuny. 

You with your Forty Eight and Forty One, 

With Screws and Antipendiums plagu’d the Town ; 

While ev’n the Whigs admir’d my lofty Verfes, 

Your Witlefs Profe did fodder forty A—— 
Hodge. 

Vil thro your A touch Honour to the quick, 

And find if you have any by this Kick. | 

[Kicks the Poet. | 


Folnny. 
Kick on, old Fool, till you your Toes do gall, 
I have had feveral Kickings, and have born ’em all : 
$0 that Pm usd to’t.—~-—-—— 
' R 4 Porter. 
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Porter, 
Sao  Hence,. you wretched Slaves, 
TI ? 


Ibere is Contagion in fuch Fools and Knaves, 

li wring your Necks off, if you ever more 

fa Prefume to fet your Feet within his Door. 

a _ dm Chief, and have Dominion in this place. 

fi Fo b BHY. 

Vl fpend my gufhing Blood upon thy Face ; 

And if thou darft effeé chy dire Defign, 

With my two Hands PII fling my Head at thine. 
Porter, 

Halloo! St. Dennis, have at you. 


[ He kicks and beats them, 
they run roaring out, | 


Johnny. 
| Murder! murder ! 
| 7 Hodge, 
Flelp, Murder! help ! 
Porter. 


I of thefe Knaves fhall never more complain, 

‘They have call’d back my wand’ring Senfe again, 
[He paufesy and feems to 

come to himfelf.| 
Of all Mankind, happy alone are we, 
Rat From all Ambition, from all Tumults free. 
hel No Plots, no vile Informers need we fear, 

No Plagues, no Tortures for Religion here. 

Our Thoughts, nay ev’n our very, Words are free, 

Not damn’d by Fines, or lofs of Liberty, 

None here’s impeach’d by a vile Table Spy; 

ee a Who vvith an Jnnuenda backs his Lie. 

Wee Words and Lampoons vve laugh at, and ne'er care 

te What's faid by Men, if A@ions they forbear, 

nt Anger at Words, is vveaknefs underftood, 

He Since none can ridicule ought that is good : 

ie mre Pome | 


‘Tis 


ae eR nc 
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"Tis yvomanifh, and {prings from Impotence, of 
For no great Man at Words eer took offence. gee 
When Rome was in her Glory, Words vvere free, ee 
Jufe Governments can never jealous be: 4 
But vvhen to Tyranny great Rome declin’d, Hy 
Weak Emperors vvith Delatores join’d int 
To plague the People, and themfelves undo, | 
For when they’re fear’d, they mult be hated too: 
And whom Men hate vvith Ruin they’ll purfue. 6 
One Witnefs, and a Circumftance for Facts, Le 
Is not enough : We muft prove Overt-atis. | 
Our happy Government makes no Offence, 
But open and rebellious Violence; ae 
Which we to quell no ftanding Army need, ha 
Nor can Dragoon upon Free-quarter feed, Tbe! 
Booted Apoftles we have none, that come " 
- To knock, and beat Men tothe Church of Rome. 
When its But-end prevails not, Torments will, 
For Lewis is not yet fo merciful to kill. 

Here we, divided from the troubled World, 

Reft, and are into no Confufions hurl’d. 
For all our Wants does our wife State provide, "> 
Here ev’ry vacant Place is {till BP Py: d, é 
With Perfons that are duly qualify’d. 
No Favour raifes a defertlefs Knave, @ 
Nor Infamy, nor yet the Gold he gave. yd 
How would all Subjects envy us, fhonld we 
Publith the Secrets of our Hierarchy. 
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A Farewel to the Church of England. 


O little Brat, refpected by the Juft, 
Hated by Villains, and by Papifts curs’d : 
Uhby Foesare fuch as Time it {elf thall hate, 
Whofe horrid Actions fhall compleat their Fate. 
Fools, Villains, Traytors, by true Names defery'd 3 
Were ever Cards with fuch a Pack fupply’d ? 
But here’s the Comfort, go and tell about, 
That Fools that put them in, will kick them out ; 
Give thy felf up, be gone, thou’rt call’d away, 
For Time and Tide make the whole World obey. 
Go tell thy Friends, and let them think upon’t, 
A Commonwealth’s the thing that fome men want: 
No Plots grow there poor Mankind to abufe, 
Thofe tittle Tricks of State,which Monarchs ufe = 
No Cut-throats that do murder with Applaufe s 
No burning Cities to promote the Caufe : 
No Charter feiz’d for Rome, by new-found Writ ; 
No City Knights queftion’d, as they think fit, ‘ 
By Rogues, made Judges, to determine ir. 
No Moniter of a Mouth we e’er yet faw, 
Made Judg of Equity, who ne’er knew Law. 
No fawning Statefmen, who for treach’rous Gold, 
His Country’s Rights, and antient Freedom fold : 
No Judges are permitted there to live, 
That break the Center vvhich the Senate give, 
That punith Treafon under vvhich they groan, 
Villains unparallel’d, excell’d by none ! 
No trimming Poct trims with every Stream, 
And changes Sides as often as his Theme - 
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No filching Juftice there perks up his Head, 
Prefer’d to cheat the Church that gave him Bread. 
A fnarling Cur, kept under Chain and Clog, 
 Perform’d the Office of a wakeful Dog : : 
 Cambridg that cry’d him up, now calls him Rogue. 
No Priefts fit there in Council, nor debate 

Their Juggling Politicks to plague the State ; ; 
The only Curfe poor England felt of late. 

No Burtons, Grahams, Rogues fet up in fpite, 

To {queeze and plague the People in their Right. 
Such Villains in a State are only fit 

To grace a Gallows, and hang under it. 


A Dialogue between a Loyal Addreffor, and 
i a blunt Whiggifh Clown. 


Addreffor. 
‘gNerateful Wretch! canft thou pretend a 
: ( Caufe 

To fear the lofs of Liberties and Laws? | 
Has not the King been ata vaft expence, 
To raife the gallant Troops for thy defence ? 
Did he not promife in a Proclamation, 
And {wear to rule by Law at’s Coronation ? 


-  Glown, 
But has not he already damn’d the Teft ? 
And fure that Prince’s Word is but a Jeff, é 
Whorules by Army, and obeys a Prieft. 

Nor can his Solemn Oath make us much fafer, 
Whofe Sword is Steel, whofe Godis buta Wafer. 


To 


ten. oe 
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ASE 


ie Lo the Flaters of Popery, by what Names 
ie or Titles foever dignify.d or difimguifh'd, 


i er "twas of old: then J/rael felt the Rod, 
i When they obey’d their Kings, and not their 
(God: 
When they went whoring after other Loves, 
To worfhip Idols in new-planted Groves. 
They made their Gods of Silver, Wood and Stone, 
And bow’d and worfhip’d them when they. had 
(done. 
al | And to compleat their Sins id every way, ? 
i | They made the things call’d. Priefts ; Priefts,| ay¢ 
A Crew of Villains more prophane than they. 
Hence {prung the Romifh Crew,that Spawn of Hell! 
Who now in Vice their Pedagogue excel. 
Their Church is rul’d by vicious Popes: the reft 
Pc Are whoring Nuns, and bawdy bug-——ing Priefts, 
re Anoble Church ! daub’d with teligious Paint, 
a Each Prieft’s a Stallion, ev'ry Rogue?s a Saint: 
ant Come you that. loath this Brood, this murd’ring 
nat Your Predeceflors well their Mercy knew. ( Crew, 
Take Courage now, and be both bold and wife: 
Stand for your Laws, Religion, and Liberties, 
You have the odds, the Law is ftill your own; 
a They are but Traytors, therefore pull’em down. 
HUN) (tc They, ftruck with fear, feck to.deftroy the Laws ; 
tay On them, you fee, they, raving, fix their Paws, 
am Becaufe from them they fear their fatal fall; 
Knowing that they to death fubject them all. — 
Then keep your Laws, the Pena], and the reff, 
And yield your Lives rather than yield the 1 ; 
And 


Vol AIL © © State-Affairs: 253 


And thou,great Church of Exgland,hold thy own,” 
Force you they may ; otherwife give up none : 
Robbers and Vhieves muft count for what they’ve 
(done. 
Let all thy mighty Pillars now appear 
Zealous and brave, void-both of Hate and Fear; 
The Popifh Fops may grin, lye; cheat and whines 
And curfe their Faith, while all fabmit to thine. 
And you, brave Oxford, Cambridg, and.the reft, 
Great Hough and Fairfax,who dare:beard the Beaft; 
Let all the Juft with Thanks record your Name 
Oa ftanding Pillars of Immortal Fame. 


“A new Litany for the holy Time of Lent. 


Rom all the Women we have whor’d ; 
From being bound to keep our Word, 
From Civil Broil,..and Foreign Sword, 
Libera nos Domine. 
From ffore of Ships, and want of Men; 
From leaping into th’*Lion’s Den ; 
From a Datch War, and Burnet’s Pen, 
Libera nos, &c; 
From Bombs of France, and Bulls of Rome ; 
From being Henpeck’d worfe at home; 
From Dorchefeer’s infatiate Womb, 
| Libera, Kc, 
From Toleration, and fuch Nonfenfe ; , 
From granting Liberty of Confcience 
To Hereticks, againft our own Senfe, 


Litira, &c: 


From 


excl akan 
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From hopes we fhall Diflenters bring 
To Union with a Popilh King, 
And Per that managesthe whole Thing, 
Libera, &c. 
From ftanding of our Slaves in dread ; 
From being by the Priefthood led 5 
From Englifh Limbs on Roman Head, 
Libera, &c. 
From Oxford faithful to his Traft ; 
From being to our Promife juft 5 5 
From Aalgrave’s Pride, and his Wife’s Luft, 
Libera, &e. 
From Somerfet and haughty Lory, 
That would eclipfe the Roman Glory, 
And make a Jeft of Purgatory, 
| Libera, &c. 
From Parliament that dares oppofe, 
And lead their Sov’ reign by the Nofe, 
And from the Sanguinary Laws, 
Libera, &e. 
From fuch as will not do their beff, 
To take off Penal Laws and Teft 5 
From Stamford, Grey, and all the reft, 
* Libera nos Domine. 


We humbly do befeech thee, Lord, 
That we may govern by the Sword, 
And Berwick'Know no other Word, 

Quiefums, &e 
That it may pleafe thee, while we Reign, 
Whatever Neighbour rules the Main, 


To make us great in our Campaign, 
Quafumus, Se. 


That 
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That it may be enough for thefe, 
_ While others Towns and. Caftles feize, 
To ftorm ’em here in Effigies, 
Quafumus, &Ce 


That they may Feaft, and make a noife, 
And with their Vollies rend the Skies, 
Againft a Flock of ‘Butterflies, 
Quafiumes, &e. 


That it may pleafe thee to repair 
_ Lord Pows, who is’in Defpair, 
_ And furnifh England with an Heir, 


_ That it may prove its Father’s Hope, 

Reftore the Nuncio to the Pope, 

And fave old’ Pere from the Rope, . 
Quefnmu, 8c. 

That it may be a Prince of Wales : 

And.if the Smock-and-Dada fails, 

Adopt a Brat of Neddy Hales, 


Luefumus, Kc. 


Quefumus, ec. 
_ That we with Members may be bleft, 
OF fucha Parliament poffefs’d, 
As fhall annul the bloody Teft, 

Quefamvs, &c, 
_ That we have time, before''we die, 
To fettle Church and Popery; 
That Father Condon may not fiy, 


Quafumus, &c. 
Grant we may never crofs the Main, 
To bea General for Spain, 


And never fee Breda again, 


.. Quefumus, &e., 


Xe 
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ii To make a Catholick Pudding. 


F Oats new threfh’d at Tyburn, take 2 pound, » 
Of Chios Wine enough the fameto drown. 

Of Malmsbury and Hobbs, take Ounces eight, 

Of a Quack Confcience add an equal weight: 

Of Juries finely pack’d, take one Ounce more, 

Six Irifh Witnefles juft come afhore, 

Seafon it all with Atheiftick Lies; 

Twill make a Pudding that fhall.clear your Eyes. 

| Here Antichrift may, freely treat his own Guefts, 

(qe For the Receiptis learned Dr. Conquefts. 


An Nrifh Prophecy, 


Te was a Prophecy lately foundin a Bog, 
That, /reland fhould be rul'd by an Aff & a Dog: 
The Prophecy’s true,.and now'come to pafs ; 

For Talbot’s a Dog, and:-Zyrconnel’s an Afs, 


— 


A new Song upon the Hogen-Mogen. 


D* hear the News of the Dutch, dear Frauk ? 
Sutterkin, Hogen, Herring, van Dunk, 

That they intend to play us a Prank, 
Swtterkin, Hogen, Herring, van Dunk, 

Hogen 
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| Flogen Mogen, Flogen Mogen, Sutterkin, hogen Her- 
| Hogen Mogen,Hogen Adfogen, kc. (ring van Dunk, 


| Butif they boldly dare come afhore, 
Sutterkin, &£c. 

_ Some tay repent themfelves full fore, 
Sutterkin, 8c. | 

Fiogen Mogen, &c. 


For the brave Englifh, Irifh, and Scotch, 
Sutterkin, &e. 

Will in their Guts make fuch a Hotch-potch, 
Sutterkin, &ci 
Fogen Mogen, &cs 


Better they’d ftuck to their Herring-Trade, 
Sutterkin, &c. 

For now in Pickle themfelves thall be laid, 
Sutterkin, &c. 
Hogen Mogen, &c. 


What tho they have laid their Heads together, 
Sutterkin, &c, 

No Orange can thrive if it prove bad weather; 
Sutterkin, &e. 
Hogen Mogen, &c. 


Then wo be to’em, if Dartmonth the Great, 
Sutterkin, &c. 

Should fall upon em with his whole Fleet, 
Sutterkin, &c. 

Hogen Mogen, &e. 
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Pafs not Port-Bay, for fear it fhould freeze, 
Sutrerkin, &c. 

For then, ['fack, your Orange we'll fqueeze, 
Sutterkin, &c. 
Hogen Mogen, &c. 


The Deponents. 


Tae Mighty Monarch of this Briti/b Tle, 

Difturb’d to hear his Subjeéts prate and fmile, 

That he is fo content to owna Son, 

For toinheric th’ Imperial Throne, ¢ 

To pleafe his Queen and put by both his own. 

suc finding England not fo credulots, 

And clear-ey’d Orange more fu{pect than us, 

By inftigation of the Q. and P. 

Je fummons all together as you fee, 

And there declares his own fufficiency. 

He {ays his Subjects Minds fo poyfon’d are, 

They'll not believe God blefs’d him with an Heir: 

But to convince them they are in the wrong, 

In comes the Swearers, and depofe'as long 

A Narrative, as perjur’'d O—es could do 5 | 

W hat thefe depofe unqueftionably’s true, 6 

Our King fays fo, who dare fo other now ? 
There’s Lords,Knights,Ladys,Squires,Quacks,& 

The Papal Locufts that infeét White-bal, Call 

They Swear what King would have, togain their 

(Ends, 

Since he’s a Princethat neer forgets his Friends. 

But Witnefs Bifhops, for your Loyalty 

He makes you great, he did beltow on ye, 


@ 
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To keep you fafe, his ftrongeft, greateft Fort; 


_ While ye were there, the Tower was the Court. 


_ All fled from James, to you for Blefling came; 
_Imprifonment immortaliz’dyour Name: 
gpeitons of England’s Church were Men of Fame. 
- And {ince his dire Defigns in Law have fail’d, 
He feems to fmile, Youare to Council call’d, 


| Tohear the Worthy, Loyal Swearers {wear, 


© That at the Birth of Wales’s Prince they were. 


a —vVYma ES Pe 


| 
] 


And firft begins Old England’s barren Q, QD-gér: 


) That at her Sifter’s Labour was not feen 

Till all was paft 5 yet for the Holy Caufe 

_ She'll do whate’re fhe can toblind the Laws 
Of England, and doth there declare, and fay; 

_ She haftn’d to the Queen that very Day, 


For th’ Nations Glory, but he proves their {cor 
Except of thefé that on him daily wait, 
Whole Loyal Love is only to be great. 

Next comes Old P——-%, whoa Story feigns 
Of Riff-raff ftuff, to fill the Peoples Braitis, 
Of what fhe faw, and knew about the thing 3 
Andina modeft Circumftance doth bring 


5 


| And never ftirr’d till this great Prince was born, 


nj 


Of fomething, which into the World he brouzht; 
_ And by the Doctors gave him, as the thought. 


Now as a Governe(s fhe tends his Grace; 


_ And would not for all Heaven quit her place ; 


So fweet a Babe, fo fine a hopeful Lad, 
The forward ft Son the Father ever had. 
_. Then A—-ns Countefs with her Oath comes in; 
That at the Prince’s Birth her felf had been, 
* And how fhe heard Complainings from the Queen. 


Of little Pains, and then the Child was feen : 
But, Oh!" He did not cry; the Q. baul’d out 
For fear ’twasdead, but Granny clear'd the dou 
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And further Honour this great Lady had ; 
She faw Smock fpoil’d with Milk,(the fign was bad. 
And P—gh could not be beguil’d, - (mild) 

‘nowing the Father’s Strength, (at thought fhe 
She faw Queen's Smock, and {wears fhe was with 

(Child. 
While pious Saz—-nd to Chappel went 
On purpofe to receive the Sacrament; 
Devotion was fo great, fhe difobeyd 
Her Majefty ; and faid, When fhe had pray’d 
She'd wait. on her : But bearing, that the Prince 
Vas haftning to the World, this, this pretence 
Soon brought our Saint-like Lady quick from 
thence ; 
And from het bended Knees flew to the Queen, 
And there faw all the fight was to be feen. 
The Bed was warm’d, and into it fhe went, 
And ask’d the King if for the Guefts he'd fent ; 
And lingring pain fhehad, and feem’d to fear 
>T would not be born, till all che Fools were there s 
Bat by her Midwife was alfur’d, one Pain 
Would bring the Prince into the World amain. 
Bot faithlefs Queen! The Child did lie fo high, 
She'd not believe but Fudith told a lye ; 
And fuch an Honour to this Deponent granted, 
*Tis hardly more by th’ Pope for to be Sainted. 
R—mon {wears fhe ftood by Sun—land, 
Near the Queen’s Bed, juft by the Midwife’s Hands 
And faw His Highnefs taken out of Bed, 
Fir for a Crown t’ adorn his Princely Head. 
F---gal depos’d, that in the Qneen’s Diftrefs 
She ftood at the Beds Feet, juft by 44——/s, 
And faw the Prince into the World did come, 
And by D ~ - dy carried from the Room. 
Then painted B-—/ey early inthe morn 
Came to St. Farmes’s, to fee His Highnels born : 
With 


an 


| 
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With all the haft fhe could, the up did rife, 
Soon drefs’d, fhe came by Nine a Clock < precife, 
_ And found her eae was in the Bed, 

And groaning difmally, fhe further faid, 


| Cry’d to the Mid wife, y "Do not the Child part 
) Old Granny crav‘d her leave: With all her Heart 


| She granted what tte Beldam did defire, 
And certain ’tis there was no Danger nigh her: 
Bye Gh King, where are you fled? 
) He faid, I’m kneeling, Madam, on your Bed. 
This plain Deponent bellows bawdy forth 
Tobe €X pos ’d both Eaft, Weft, South and North, 
Without e’re Fear or Shame s bars Modelty 
For to out-face the World with fuch a Lye. 

Then Pocky B-—-—-fis the next ccnres in, 


) And fays the faw the Caft of Charles's Queen; - 


And hearing that the Q——n in Labour was, 
She hurried in without a Call or Pafs. 
With this Excufe (fhe knew the was forgot) 


j Where fhe talks bawdy,fhews Impudence,what not 


Exnofe her felfin Print to fhew her Loves 


} Fy alkedd by the King and one above: 


i 


She'll lye and fwear, forfwear, to prop the Caufe 
That baflles England’s found and wholetom Law 
Then Lady W—crave, who was there before e “3 


This Royal Babe was launched from the Shore, fe 
And heard Her Majefty cry out full fore. J 


Then C--ve and fottith Went---th fay the fame, 
With S---yer, Wal--ve, D--fon, that they came 
And faw this Wonder which the W orld won't 

(ow Ny 
And blames their little Faith; to think this Son 
Is Spurious, and not in truth proceeding 
From Majelty, when they all faw him Bleeding; 


33 Nay, 
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Nay, gave him of his Blood ({queez’d from {rhe | 
(ftring,) | 

That did the Royal’ Babe into the World bring. 

Then Br -——ley, FT -~ ni, and Nan C—rytoo, 

Swear they faw all the work that was to do, 

And more by half is fworn,than they’l prove true. 
Then comes Delabady the Great Nurfe, 

Who with the Queen is all in all in trufts 

And fwears that Dan---rs, Maid to Princefs Anv, 

Was joy’d ro fee this little Royal Man, 

With former mark on Eye, which us’d to be 

On all Q, Mary’s Royal Progeny. 

Ai nes feenr’d to doubt that which before he knew, 

And ‘feat ‘d this Treacherous Nurfe not told him | | 

But | he muft peep and fee the Royal £/f (true: 

And joy’d as if he gor him bis own felf, 

For Mrs. W— ks, who doubts but fhe would fay, 
She brought the Prince to Town, that very day ; 
And told the King the trembling Queen Pic : 

(fear 
’T would be hard Labour (thono Child wasthere a) | 
Explains moft impudently thofe Concerns, 
T hat follow Women when they cafi their Barns. 
And what cares fhe, the Hereticks fhe blind, 
And then we fear the King will prove moft 
kind 
To all thofe Wretches which {wear to his mind. 

Then comes the Wafher-woman Mrs. P——ce, 

Who fays that to the Queen fhe’s Laundrels ; 
Ané there declares a Story of Hot-Linen, 
Fhat us’d to come juft from Child-bearing Womer. 

Kich—nd and Li-~~d, and brave A4a---all, 

Tho not at Labour, they believe it all; 
And fain would be believed, if thefe Tools 
By {wearing falfly could make us {uch Fools : 


They 
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They give fuch Demonftrations, that do lye 

As much afide, as they do Modelty. (lossr, 
Then comes Great George of England, Chancel- 

Who was with Expedition call’d to th’ Labour : 


And he believes the Prince is real too, 
' But not fo certain, nor ‘tis fear’d io true 
Ashe wears Horns, that were by 24—— fort made; 


| The Queen cry’d out 2s Women us‘d to do, ¢ 


Them and his noife makes all the Fools afraid 5 
Tongue runs at random, and Horns puthes thofe, 
That are {0 Learn’d his Lord{hip to Oppofe. 
Ee fears to act no wretched Villanies, 
He dreads no Torments for inventing Lys, 
For he of Heaven is fure when e're he dyes: 
Thanks to the care of fond indulgent Wife, 
To make atonement for bis wicked Life ; 
Damns her own Soul,and whores with all fhe cou’d, 
Toallay th’ impetuous Salleys of her Blood. 
Lord P———dene comes next,that’s now cafhier’d, 
For only {peaking of the Truth ’tis fear'd ; 
Yet he for to be great again at Court, 
Would be forfworn tho he be damned for’t. 
Then 4—del of W— dour, Privy Seal, 
Was fo concern’d that he Her Pains did feel 
And’tis beliew’d this tender hearted Man 
Did feel as much as Majefty did then ; 
He fhew’d indeed concern to Mighty ¥——™, 
Who knew too much to have concern for him ; 
But fatisfy’d the Fool it would be palit, 
And wonder’d much her Pain fo long did laf. 
Then comes my Lord ll-Pride with Modetty, 
And feems unwilling to affirm a Lye; 
With ftately gefture he did himfelf excufe, 
But fetting Hand to Paper can’t refufe. 
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Then Foolifth C——# comes and doth depofe, 
A Mark he hath, that he the Prince well knows, 
If’t be his Lordthip’s Mark, he ne’re moft rule, 
For Europe knows that he’s mark’t for a Fool. 
Then in comes F-—— ham, that haughty Beau, 
And tells a tale of den and dat and how? 
Tho he’s no more beliey’d than all the reft, 
Only poor Man he fain would do his beft = : 
And be rewarded as when come from Weft. 


% 

Earl of Af——ray, that Alexander Great, > 

Believes it was the King that did the feat ; 
And that this Son is true, and not a Cheat. 


Then 14——~ ton and M_— ford both explain’d 
The bufinefs which they from the King had gain’d; 
As knowing Men, his Majefty did truft 
His Contort’s Secrets, hoping they'd be joft 
To his Endeared Son our Mighty Prince, 
That as he thought would hide his impotence ; 
G— ——-—ntoo, with confidence pretends. 
It is true Born, but’tis for his own Ends. 

And F—x a Story tells of God knows what, 
To foo] the Nation’s all he would be at; 
He keepsin Favour with his Princely Grace, 
He fawns and flatters for to keep his place. 

Then famous Sca— ugh and Vi—ly, 
WithW——— ve, B—dy, and A ad do lye; 
And bring their Circumitances to convince 


Would Spurseus Iffae rear, and us beguile ; 

hat fawn on him, and more obferve a Nod 

han fear the Vengeance of an angry God: 

And cn the turn o’th’ times would all fly back, 
And let His Aighnefg Intereft goto wrack. F 

yO | We 
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Two Depofitions more to Council fent, 
Afham’d t’appear to farther the intent 
Of Popifh Principles, and Perjuries 5 
None but the Devil could invent fuch' Lies. 
Then after this the King himfelf declares, 
He don’t defign with England to make Wars; 
But he fuch Aggravations hath of late, 
That he muft needs be angry with the State : 
A fpecious Prologue he concludes with all; 
But Ah, the Proteftants he vows: fhall fall 
A Sacrifice to Rome, and his Revenge ; 
Then Soldiers fear not Fools, but {corn to cringe ; 
Be refolute and ftout, and fcorn to fell 
Your Souls to Rome, but fend the Pope to Hell. 


oe a: 


A new Song on the Calling of a Free Par- 
liament, Jan, 15. 1685. 


r.1° 
Parliament with one Confent 
Is all the Cry o’th’Natioa, 
Which now may be fince Popery 
Is growing out of fafhion. 
The Belgick Troops approach to Town, 
The Oranges come pouring ; 
And all the Lords agree as one, 
To fend the Papifts fcouring. 


The holy Man fhall lead the Van, 
Our Father and Confeflor ; 

In-Robes of Red the Jefuit’s fled, 

Who was the chief Tranfgreflor. 
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In this Difguife he thought t’efcape, 
And hop’d to fave his Bacon, 

But Herbert he has laid a Trap, 
The Rat may be retaken. 


ie r 3 
| iit The Nuncio too the day may rue 
t That he came o’er the Ocean, 

| In th’Exglifh Court to keep’s Refort 

And teach his blind Devotion. 

. The Prelates Ells, Smith and Hall 

Have fold their Coach and Horfes, 
And will no longer in Whitehall 

Be making learn’d Difcourfes. 


i) 4. 
sy The Groom o’th’Stool that play’d the Fool 
Mi Full forely will repent it, 
And Sunderland did barefoot ftand 
For Penance fhall lament it. 
Melford and the Scotth are fled, 
Whom hopes of Int’reft tempted ; 
Thofe Lords did turn for want of Bread, 
And ought to be exempted. 


5: 
ae But Salisbury what caufe had he 
To fear his Highnefs landing ? 
| Who by his A—— and Legs might pafs 
ae : For one of Underftanding. 
He: To take up Arms at fuch a time 
me Againft the Roles were gave’ him, 
ea His Head muft anfwer for the Crime, 
His Pardon will nos faye him. 
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6. 
The Friers and Monks with all their Punks 
Are now upon the fcamper: 
Tyrconnel {wears, and rants and tears, 
And Teague does make a Clamper. 
The Foreign Priefts that pofted o’er 
Into the Englifh Nation, 
Do now repent that on that fhore 
They laid their weak Foundation. 


7 
>Twould be a fight, would move Delight 
In each obdurate Varlet, 
To fee the Braves that made us Slaves, 
Hang in difpenfing Scarlet. 
_ And every Popifh Confeflor 
That for ‘the fame Caufe pleaded, 
Shall all. cuen off, on the fame fcore 
Be hang’d, or elfe beheaded. 


ES OTL ASO AE 


An excellent new Song, calld, 
The Prince of Darknefs: 


Shewing how three Kingdoms may be fet on 
fire by a Warming-Pan. 


AS I went by St. fames’s I heard a Bird fing, 
Of a certain the Queen will have a Boy in 
( the Spring 3 
But one of the Chairmen did laugh, and did fay, 
Ie was born one Night, and brought forth the 
| : (next Day: 
This 
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This Bantling was heard at St. ¥ames?s to {quall, 
Which made the Queen make fo much hafte from 
(Whitehall, 
Peace, Peace, little Mafter, and hold up thy Head ; 
There’s Mony bid for thee, the true Mother faid - 
But nobody knows from what Parith it came, 
And that ts the reafon it has not the Name. 
Good Catholicks all were afraid it was dying, 
There was fuch abundance of fhiting and cry- 
ing 3 
44) ee Which is a good token by which we may elt 
fr It is the Queen’s own, and the Kingdom’s right 
( Heir. 
Now if we fhould happen to havea true Lad 
From the Loins of fo wholefom a Mother and Dad, 
4 |  Twould be hard to diftinguih which Blood was 
4 ( the beft, 
Or that of Southask, or the Baftard of Ef. 
it But now we have caufe of Thank{giving indeed ; 
‘There was no other way of mending the Creed, 


uh SONG. 


| Ay, J Ould you be a Man of Favour? | 
ce Would you have your Fortune kind ? 
‘ Wear the Crofs, and eat the W afer, 
aa You'll have all things to your mind. 

a A It the Prieft cannot convert you, 

the: Int'reft then muft do the thing ; | 

ints here are Statefnen can inform you, 
He How to pleafe a Popifh King. 


Would 


WET 
Yet 
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Would you fee the Papifts lowring, 
Loft in Horror and a Fright; 
And their Father Petre {couring, | 

Glad of time for happy flight ? ae 
Stay but till the Dutch are landed, ni: 

And the Show will foon appear ; 
When th’infernal Court’s. disbanded, ee a 

Few will ftay for Tybursn here, ie 


ROT ate. 


BALLAD. a 
To the Tune of Couragio. 


I. 
Ome, come, Great Orange, come away 
On thy Auguft Voyagio; 
The Church and State admit no flay, 
And Proteftants would once more fay, 
Couragio, Conragio, Conragio. 


2. 
Stand Eaft, dear Wind, till they arrive 
On their defign'd Voyagio; 
And let each noble Soul alive. 
Cry loud, Qu Prince d’Aurange vive ! 
Couragio, &Cce 
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a. 
Look fharp, and fee the Golden Fleet 
Appear in their Voyagio ; 
With loud Huzza’s we will them greet, 
And with both Arms and Armies meet. i) 
Conragio, &c: ea 
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4, 
Then welcome to our Englifh Shore, 
And now I will engage-o, 
We'll thump the Babylonifh Whore, 
And kick her Trumperies out of door, 
Conragio, &c. 


5. 

Poor Berwick, how will thy dear Joys 
Oppofe this brave Voyagio ? 
Thy talleft Sparks will be mere Toys 
To Brandenburgh and Swedifh Boys. 

Couragio, &c. 
6. 
Dunbarton {putters now like mad 
Againft this great Voyagio; 
Old Craven’s too in Sable.clad, 
And F--erfb--m looks monftrous fad, 
Couragiog &c. 


4. 
But Solmes has took a glorious Caufe 
In this Warlike Voyagio, 
To guard us from their ravning Pawss 
And to protect our Lives and Laws; 
Conragio, Kc. 


Naffaw will ridicule the Fop 
By this Belgick Voyagio ; 
And make their gaudy Feathers drop ; 
Their Slaughter’s but a Harvelt-Crop; 
Couragio, &c. 


| Ps 
Stirum, advance the Bada Blades 
Thowlt brought in this Voyagio; 
And fince thy Lawrel never fades, 
Send our Foes to th’Stygsam Shades 5 
Conragio, &e. 


Voll. — State-Affairs. 275 


10. 
Schomberg thunders Hero-Jike 
In this Stormy Voyagio, 
His very Name does Horror ftrike, 
And will flay more than Gun or Pike: 
Conragio, Sic. 7 


II. 
Thus they the Victory will gain 
After theic brave Voyagio, 
And all our Liberties maintain, 
And fettle Church and State again : 
Couragio, &c. 
12. 
Then "twill be juft, and-no extreme 
To fee by this Voyagio, 
That Wem fhould have th’Effect of ’s Dream, 
For driving headlong with the Stream, 
Couragio, &c. 


13. 
The Judges too that Traitors be, 
Mutt trufs by this Voyagio ; 
’Twill be a noble fight to fee 
Difpenfing Scarlet on a Tree. 
Couragio, &c. 


14. 
The Monks away full fwife will bye 
On their difmal Voyagio; 
Ten Pounds a Pofthorfe, they will cry, 
And all away to Calas fly ; 
Comragio, &c. 


{5 
Sun—-land has fhot the Pit; 
And is on his Voyagio ; : 
Dada muft no more hatching fit, 
And Petre the Board muft quit 5 
Conragio, &c. 
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16. 
Old Arundel does hang his Ears 
Becaufe of this Voyagio, 
And Mifer Powis ftews in Fears: 
Bellafis roars, and damns and {wears. 
Couragio, &c. 


17. 
When all is done, we then fhall hope 
To fee by this Voyagio, 
No more Nuncio, no more Pope, 
Except it be to have a Rope. 
Couragio, Couragio, Couragio, 


Packineton'’s Pound. 


ft. 
WV Hen the Joy of all Hearts, and Defire of 
(all Eyes, 
In whom our chief Refuge and Confidence lies, 
The Proteftant Bulwark againft all Defpair, 
Has depriv’d us at once of her felf, and her Heir, 
That hopeful young thing, 
Begot by a King, 
And a Queen whofe Perfections o’er all the World 
(rin 
A Father whofe Courage no Mortal can aeaet : 
Anda Mother whofe Virtue no Scandal can taint. 


; Le 
When Fefferies refigns up the Purfe and the Mace, 
Whofe impudent Arrogance gain’d him the Place ; 
When, like Lucifer, thrown from the height of his 
whibwme B ~~ ~S CPride, 
And the Knot of his Villany’s ftrangely unty’d ; 
| From 
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From the Chancery bawling 

= _ He turn’d a Tarpawlin, 

Men ftill catch at any thing when they are falling ; 

But to haften his Fate, before he could fcour, 

Be was taken at Wapping, and fent to the Tow’r. 


Moe 3. 
When Confeflor Petre does yield up the Gamie, 
And proves to the worft of Religions a fhame, 
When his cheating no more o’er our Reafon pre- 
: ( vails, 
But is blafted like that of his true Prince of Wales, 
Which was his Contrivance, | 
| And our wife King’s Connivance 
To éftablifh the Papifts, and Proteftants drive 
: ( hence: 
But their Cobweb Conception is brought tothe Teft, 
And the coming of Orange has quite {poil'd the Jeft. 


4. 
When Peterborough, noted for all that is ill, 
Was ure’d by his Wife to the making his Will, 
Ac the hearing which words he did ftare, foam and 
( roars 
Then broke out in curfing, and calling her Whore ; 
And for two hours at Ieaft, 
_ His Tongue never ceas’d, 
He rail’d at Religion, and damn’d the poor Pfieft ; 
And his Friends, who had hope to behold him ex- 
( pire, 
Are afraid by this Rout they fhall lofe their defire. 


5° . 
Young Salisbury, fam’d in. this. great Expedition, 
Not for going to War, but obtaining Commiffion 5 


Tt °Tis 
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‘Tisno Myitery tome that his Courage did fail, 

When the greateft of Monarchs himfelf did turn 
So if he took flight C Tail: 

ee With his Betters by Night, 

ee {am apt to believe the pert Spark was i’th’right ; 

| For the Papifts this Maxim do ev’ry where hold, 

To be forward in boalting, in Courage lefs bold. 


6. 
Nor fhould Bellafis, Powis, nor Arundel throng, 
But each in due place have his Attributes fung : 
Yet fince *tis believ’d by the ftrange turn of times 
They7ll be call’d to account for their treafonable 


( Crimes, 
| | While the damn’d Popith Plot 
| Is not yet quite forgot, 
| For which the Lord Staford went jaftly to pot ; 
And to their great Comfort I'l make it appear, 


They that gave ’em their freedom, themfelves are 
( not clear. 


; = 

bill / 
I ‘ 
\ i ere -* 


Ws. Wiliams, that Frier 


¥ 


to the Bifhops and Laws, 
flees As the Devil wouia have it, efpous’d the wrong 
a: ( Caufe ; 
eT Now loath'd by the Commons, and fcorn’d by the 
Mak ( Peers, 
A His Patent for Honour in pieces he tears : 
a Both our Britains are fool’d, 

ih Who the Laws over-rul’d, 

a And next Parliament each will be plaguily fchool’d: 
Tae | ay Then-try if your cunning can find outa Flaw, 

ny To preferve you from Judgmentaccording to Law. 


Sit Neddy Hale’s A€tions I thal] not repeat, 
Till by Ax or by Halter his Life he compleat ; 
Pen’s 
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Pen’s Hiftory fhall be related by Lobb, 

Who has ventur’d his Neck for a fnack in the Job 5 
All their Priefts and Confeflors, 
With their dumb Idol-Dreflers, 


Shall meet the Reward that isdue to Tranfgreflors ; 


And no Papifts henceforth fhall thefe Kingdoms 
(inherit, 


But Orange fhall reap the Reward of his Merit. 


ee 


A new Song on the Prince and Princefs 
of Orange. 


Sy lace Orange is on Britifh Land, 
That Proteftant who will not ftand 
By him, and under his Command, 
Befriends the Romifh Caufe, 
Gives all our Liberties away, 
Our Lives to Popifh Priefts a Prey; 
And Magna Charta does betray, 
With Teft and Penal Laws. 


Bid too Iluftrious Moll appear, 
We fhall have then no canfe to fear 
From any Jefuit’s Practice here, 
- The lawful Heir to cheat. 
Then to her Highnefs a full Glafs, ¢ 
The fecond Faith-defending Lafs, 
And to her Good Man: but the Mafs 
Let Providence defeag. 
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i i The Farewel. 


i. 
Pare Petre, farewel Cro/s ; 
Farewel Chefter, farewel Afs ; 
Farewel Peterborough, farewel Tool; 
Farewel Sun —Jand, farewel Fool. 


Ze 


Farewel Milford, farewel Scot ; 
Farewel Butler, farewel Sot; 


i Be Farewel Roger, Farewel. Trimmer 3 
| Farewel Dryden, Farewel Rhymer. 
3° 


Farewel Brent, farewel Villain; 
Farewel Wright, worfe than Trefiiian « 
Farewel Chancellor, farewel Mace; 

| Farewel Prince, farewel Race. 

vt 4: 

} Va Farewel Queen, and farewel Paflion ; 
He i Farewel King, farewel Nation ; 
Farewel Priefts, and farewel Pope; 
Farewel all deferve a Rope. 
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A Congratulatory ‘Poem to his Royal Fiigh- 
ne/s the Prince of Orange. 


Elcome, Great Sir, unto a drooping Ifle, 
Whofe Peace a flavifh Thraldom did beguile: 
_ Whofe native and juft Properties infring’d, 
Whofe Fundamental Laws are quite unhing’d ; 
Whofe Rights are in unequal Ballance weigird, 
Whofe fainting Church cries out to you for Aid. 
Welcome thou grand Supporter of her Caufe ; 
Welcome thou great Reftorer of our Laws! 
Wife Heav’n thought fit that You alone fhould be 
Fhe Antidote againft our Mifery : 
That all our Wifhes fhouldin You be crown’d, 
That You alone fhould heal our bleeding Wound. 
You are the Rock on whom wedo rely, 
With You we'll {wim or fink, we’l] live or die. 
You gently rele us with your awful! Nod ; 
You are our Standard, and almoft our God, 
The State and the declining Church invite 
You, the vaft Center of their chief Delight: 
They beg that you their Darknefs would expel, 
And make a Heav’n e’en of their prefent Hell. 
Tis done! Rejoyce, the rifing Sun appears, 
His fplendid Rays dry up our falling Tears. 
We'll hate the meager Looks of Sorrows now, 
With Laure] Leaves true Joy fhall crown each 
| ' ( Brow. 
You, mighty Prince, our boafting Foes iubdue, 
Andcurb the Pride of allthe Popihh Crew. 
With hazard of your Life our Chains yow’ ve broke, 
And bravely freed us from the hated Yoke. 
. | T 3 With 
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With vaft Expence you have our Freedom bought 5 
From th’ Houle of Bondage you our Church have 
( brought. 
Hence, Jefuits, ye Inftruments of Hell! 
Who fill with eafy Sonls the Devil’s Cell. 
‘To cheat and gull the Ignorant’s your Trade: 
You're fubtle Devils all in Mafquerade. 
Wretchlefs, be gone to fome more fenfelefs Land ; 
"Tis Sacred, hallow’d Ground, on which you ftand, 
And fhall not be profan’d thus bafely twice 
By fuch a horrid Trumpery of Vice. 
Hence Popery, thou bane of all our Blifs, 
Thou treach’rous poys ner of our Happinefs, 
Unfetter’d now, and free at laft from pain, 
We'll never reaflume thy galling Chain. 
Now Petre, die a Martyr for thy Church, 
And leave not Holy Mother in the lurch. 
Fly fwiftly now to Heaven in a Strings 
But firlt abfolve your poor deluded King. 
What Change is this ? under a ftrange difguile, 
The great Lord Wem’s become George Fefferys. 
This is his Fate: he'll dreaded Tyburz view, 


And fo bid Arbitrary Law adieu, ¢ 
And make his long-expected Dream prove true. 
( Courfe 


Then Herbere, Wright, and Fenner fteer their 
The fame broad way as you,poor George,did yours. 
Then come the reft of the Fraternity, aie | 
Sworn, faithful Brothers in Iniquity : 

For wher their Captain has his Life refign’d, 
They, gen 'rous Souls, will fcorn tolag behind. 
Repent ye bafe Betrayers of your Truff, 

To your reproaching Confciences unjull 5 
Falfe to your Country, to your King untrue; 
Religion’s but an empty Name with you. 


Hang 
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Hang now like Dogs, “tis meet you fhould inherit 

The full and due Proportion of your Merit. 
Juftice is done! I hear Great Orange come, 

And with Concern pronounce your fatal Doom. 

England rejoice | for now your only Care 

Is, but the Burden of your Blifsto bear. . 

Strip evry Laurel, ev’ry Myrtle Bough, 

For Wreaths t’adern and load his Sacred Brow, 

Echo with chearful Shouts. his glorious Name, 

Th’amazing Wonder and Difcourfe of Fame. 

Ring Bells; a waxen Pope in Fire deftroy, 

And thew all outward Acts of inward Joy. 

The Lambs do play, the Birds by Inftinct fing, 

Asif it were atthe approach of, Spring: 

And ev’ry Creature makes a Melody ; 

Do all things elfe rejoice, and fhail not 1? 

I'll be the firft, and will in humble Verfe 

Your noble Deeds and glorious Acts rehearfe, . 


The. Prince’s Welcome to London. 


His mighty Prince! this Poem on you waits 
As the firft Offering that celebrates 

Your Welcome to the Town, almoft deftroy’d 
By Prieftcraft, and by You again reviv’d. 

This glorious Day, in which all Triumphs live, 
To Heav’n and Youalone, Great Sir, we give. 
You from the Duft have rais'd our grov’ling State, 
Which hung upon the weakelt Wheel of Fate. 
An Act fo high, and paft Mankinds believing, 


That none but Youcould e’er think of atchieving : 


Vet more ! all who this Nation would inthra’, 
Compleat your Triumph by their wretched Fall. 


aes 
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But what doth Heav’n portend, that they defign 

To act fome thing that’s Nobleand Divine “fe 

Propherick Stars this happy time ne’er knew, 

This Secret lodg?d in none but Heav’n and You, 

Now cledr’d from fullen Frowns our Realms are 
| . ( bleft, 

And in the Umbrage of your Laurels reft. 

While Joy, like Lightning in tempeftuous Storms, 

Dazlesthe World, and fills it with Alarms. 

Joy now toloudeft Triomph makes its way, 

And vve no diffrence know tween Night and Day- 

Our Souls tranfported, in ftrong Raptures move, 

And ‘yet united are in artlef§Love. | 

Joy now and Love fo very vvell agree, 

As if this. Year vvere the Great Jubilee. 

To Care and Bus’nefs vve'll no time allow, 

Since deathlefs Laurels flourith on your Brow. 

Go on, brave Prince! What cannot you effect, 

Whom Heav’n vvith profperous Stars does {till 

bits ats | | » Cprotect: 

Let France now feel the Fury of your Sword ae 

Refcue that Kingdom from its Tyrant Lord: 

Pull down his haughty Pride, too long fecure, 

And with his impiousBlood Lusetia’sPlains manure, 


On his Flighne/s the Prince.of Orange's 
Arrival in. London. | 


T. 
Ow, now, the Prince is come to Town, 
The Nation’s Dread. and Hope ; - 
Who vvill fapport the Church and Throne, 
. Againft.the Turk and Pope. . o, 
¢ bi i f € 
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The Folks are fled, that vyere the Head, 
The Prop of Popery > 


“If all be true, as it is faid, 


‘Thea hey Boys up go we 


| 26 
The Queen vvith. her adopted Heir 


Is on her way to. Xome; 

And all undone, has left us here 

* To end the Danee at home. 

The Holy Fathers too are flown, 
St. Petre, Gregory - 

And if our Caufe thould once go down, 
Then bey Boys up go we. 


$. 
Skelton, Sherbourn, fled for fear, 
Have render’d wp the Keys 
And now our Magazine of War 
Is made the Seat of Peace. 
The Chancellor is in the Tow’r, 
A vvoful Sight to fee; 
And vvhen he ‘by the Head is lower, 
Then Fey Boys up go we. is 


‘ ° 4. 
Lord Arundel and Bellafys, 
With Pow, are withdrawn 4 | 
The World has not fuch Braves as thefe 
To guard a Popifh Throne: 
When Peterborow, turn'd of late, 
With brawny Salsbury, 
Their haughty Necks fubmit to Fate, 
Then Hey Boys up go we. 
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5: 
Poulton is in Newgate faft, 
And fome fay Father Petre ; 
If they at Tybarn fwing at laff, 
Who can die Martyrs greater ? 
When Pather Edu is withdrawn, 
Who was fo bold and free ; 
And Conqueft for his Tongue is flown, 
Then Hey Boys up go we. 


| 6. 

The Orange grafted in Whitehall, 
And Lucas in the Tower ; 

The Fathers fled, both great and fmall, 
"Tis time that vve fhould fcour, 

The Rabble they have eas’d the Town 
Of Prieft and Popery ; 

When: once they pull the Chappels down, 
Then Hey Boys up go we. 


ee te ea 


LEAT NL CER Eg 


A new Song of the French King’s 


fear of an Orange. 


I. 
F a Hettoring Bally, 
; Dear Mufe, let me fing ; 

Or to fpeak one’s Mind fully, 

O’th’ moft Chriftian King’ 
Who fubdues Men by hoffing, 
And converts-Men by. cuffing ; 

Yet he fears if an Orange approaches tao nigh, 


The gay Flow’r-de-Luces yvill vvither and die. 


2. He’s 
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2s I a 
He’s Son to a chafte Queen, i Hy} 
Tho, if Authors don’c lie, 
The devout Mazarine 
_ Had a Finger ith’ Pye, 
To mould a Church Hero, 
More fierce than a Vero, 
Who yet fears if an Orange approaches too nigh, 
His gay Flow’r-de-Luces vvill vvither and die. if 


3: . 

While he’s {caring his Neighbours ; 
With {welling Bravadoes,  @ 
We but laugh at his. Vaponrs ak | 
And Rhodomontadoes ; \@ 

Tho AMonfeignear the Danphin | 

Does new Conquefts begin, 

Yet they dread if an Orange approaches too nigh, 
The gay Flow’r-de-Luces will wither and die. 


4. 
The prodigious Advance 
“That the Prince bere has made, 
Makes an Earthquake in France, 
And great Lewis afraid. 7 | 
La Chaifes Addrefs, — i? 
And the Jefuits Fine/s, 
Can’t hinder an Orange from approaching fo nigh, 
That the gay Flow’r-de-Luces will wither and dic. 


5. 

If a Fury. Poetick 
Foreknows things to come, 

I may dare be prophetick, 
And foretel his juft doom. 
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For old Noftradame 

Has predicted the fame, 
That if once the brave Orange approaches too nigh, 
The gay Flow’r-de-Luces will wither and die. | 


A TE IE Hi et est 


/ The Second Part. 


Ye 
go hy a {port to our Prince 
To bridle up a King, 
Tho the Beaft kick and wince, 
His firm Rider to fling ; 
| | He'll make him curvet, 
Nil And fo fteadily fit, 
an That an Orange once planted upon the Fvexch fhore, 
The gay Flow’r-de-Luces fhall fourifh no more. 


» 2 
: fj 
ota 


Die 

ey ficip, help, fome kind Saint, 

ett Holy Churches two Sons : 
ye Help, thou Church Militant 
ae Of converting Dragoons, 

a Shall Lews Victorious, } 

Shall Zews the Glorious, 
See an Orange tran{planted upon the French Shore, 
4nd his gay Flow’r-de-Luces then flourifh no more ? 


| Wie tae 3° 
ay Good Czfar compound, 
Do but truft me once more : 


2 


a a 


if Ym treach’rous found, 
Pm a Son of a Whore. 
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Let us en bonne Foy, 

Our joint Forces employ, 

| Toftave off an Orange quite from the French Shore, 
Left the gay Flow’r-de-Lucesfhould flourifh no more. 


4. 
Tis a curfed ill thing 
Makes me rave and run mad 5 
If I were not a King, | 
Vd my felf-fight Pgad. 
Befide, riding will pain-o 
My Bagpipe in no, 
' Moft an Orange be planted then on the French Shore, 
| And my gayFlow’r-de-Luces thus flourifh no more? 


5. 
The wild Worm in my Tail 
My Vigour all drains; 
Through its winding Canal 
ve voided my» Brains : 
And thefe damn’d Hereticks 
Have fool’d my Politicks, 
For an Orange once planted upon the French Shore, 
My gay Flow’r-de-Luces will fourifh no more. 
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A new Song of an Orange. 


To that excellent old Tune of a 
Pudding, ec. 


OOD People, come buy 
The Fruit that I cry, 
That now is in Seafon, tho Winter be nigh : 
’T will do you all good, 
And fweeten your Blood, 
{IMG I’m fare it will pleafe you when once underftood,. 
| . Tis an Orange. 
Its fine Cordial Juice | 
Does much Vigour produce; 
My i may well recommend it to ev’ry Man’s ufe; 
Be Tho fome it quite chills, 
a _ And with Fear almoft kills, 
ace Yet furely each honeft Man benefit feels 
ee By an Orange. 
ae To make Claret go down, 
teak Sometimes there is fonnd 
A jolly good Health to pafs pleafantly round ; 
But yet Pll proteft, 
Without any Jeft, 
| No Flavour is better than that of the Zeft 
aT Of an Orange. 
bi tae Perhaps you may think 
At Whiteball they ftink, 
Becaufe that our Neighbours come over the Sea; 


Yet 
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Yet fure *tis prefum’d, 
That they may be perfum’d 
By the Scent of a Clove, when once it is ftuck 
In an Orange. 
If theyll cure the Ails 
Of the Prince of Wales, 


_ When the Milk of A4Ich Tyler does not well agree: 


Tho he’s fubject to caft, 
They may better the Tafte, 


Vet let em take heed left it curdle at laft 


os 


. 


With an Orange. 
Old Stories rehearfe, 
In Profe and in Verfe, 
How a Welch Child was found by loving of Cheefe ; 
So this will be Known, 
If it be the Queen’s own, 
For the Tafte it utterly then will difown 
Of an Orange. 
Tho the Mobile baul 
Like the Devil and_all, 
For Religion, Property, Juftice, and Laws; 
Yet in very good footh, 
I'll tell you the Truth, 
There’s nothing is better toftop a Man's Mouth 
Than an Orange. 
We are. certainly told, 
That by Adam of old 
Himfelf and his Bearns,for an Apple were fold ; 
And who knows but his Son, 
By Serpents undone, 
And his juggling Eve may chance lofe her own 
For an Orange ? 


The 
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The Oran vee 


Ood People, I pray 
_3 Throw the Orange away, 
‘Tis a very four Fruit, and was firft brought in Play, 
When good Fudith Wilk | 
In her Pocket brought Milk, ( bilk 
‘And with Cufhions and Warming-Pans labour’d to 
This fame Orange. 
When the Army retreats, 
And the Parliament fits, 
To vote our King the true ufe of his Wits; 
’T will be a fad means, 


When all he obtains ( Brains, 
Isto have his Calf’s Head drefs’d with other Mens 
And an Orange. 


The Sins of his Youth 
Made him think of one Truth, 
When he fpawl’d from his Lungs, and bled twice at 
That your frefhfortof Food (the Mouth, 
Does his Carcafe more good, 
And the damn’d thing that curd his putrify’d Blood 
Was an Orange, 
This hopeful young Son 
Is furely his own, 
Becaufe from Orange it cry'd to be gone : 
But the Hereticks fay, 
He was got by Deda, 
For neither King nor the Nasecio dare ftay 
Near an Orange. 


Since 
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Since Lew was cut 
| From his Breech to the Gut, 
France fancies an Openarfe delicate Fruit : 
| We wifer than fo, 
A Have two Strings to our Bow, 
For weve a good Queen has an Open—— too, 
And an Orange. 
Till Manny writ much 
To the Rebels the Datch, 
Her Mother,good Woman,ne’er ow'd her a Grutchs 
And the Box on the Ear 
Made the Matter appear, 
| That the only foul Savour the Queen could not bear 
Was an Orange. 
An honeft old Peer, 
That forfook God laft year, 
> Pull’d off all his Plaifters, and arm’d for the War : 
But his Arms would.not do, 
And his Aches throb’d too, 
’ That he with’d his own Pox, and his Miftrefs’s too 
, On an Orange. 
Old. Zybarn mult groan, 
: For Jefferies is known 
To have perjur’d his Confcience to taarry his Sons 
And D——s Caufe 
Muft be try’d by the Laws, 
And Herbert muft tafte a moft damnable Sauce 
With an Orange. 
Pen, Lob, and a fcore 
Of thofe honelt Men more, 
Will find this fame Orange exceedingly four 3 
The Queen to be feiz’d, 
Will be very ill pleas’d, 
And fo will King Pippin, too dry to be fqueez’d 
| By an Orange, 


V Religious 
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: iy Religious Relicks: ory The Sale, at the 
iL Savoy, upon’ the ‘Jefuits breaking up 
1 their School and Chappel, 


ti Ts 
al Y Aft Sunday by chance 
ff Bs I encounter’d with Prance, 
Chat Man of upright Converfation 
Who told metuch News, 
That I could not chufe 
iH But laugh at his fad Declaration. 
‘| 26 
Says hey if yow lego, 
You fhall, fee: fuch afhow 
YF Relicks expos’d to be fold, 
| Which from Sin and: Difeafe 
iat Will purge all that pleafe 
:: To lay out their Silver and Gold. 


iA 3° 
{4 a | Strait with himdlow ent, 
val Being zealouflysbents 
Where for Sixpente the Man letme in: 


But the Croud was fo great, 
3 in , Sweat, 
wae : ow did begin. 
ale Ais 
ay ain being drawn; 
think: was oflawn, 
ie cro{s’d himfelf thrice, and bow’d ; 
aie Then with a four Face, 
ee a 34 ting his Cafe, 
‘efs’'d himfelf thus to thé Croud. 
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5. 
You fee our fad State, 
°Tis a folly to prate, 
Our Church and our Caufe is a-ground : | 
So in fhort, if you've Gold, nh 
Here is to be fold a 
For a Guinea the worth of ten Pound: 
6. 
Here’s St. Fames’s old Bottle, ie 
It holds juft a Pottle, ai 
With the Pilgrim’s Habit he wore; 
The fame Scollop-fhells, f 
As our holy Church tells ; ia 
Who denies it °s a Son of a Whore. | 


7. 
Here’s a piece of the Bag, 
By Age turn’d to a Rag, 

In which ‘ada the Mony did bear ; 
With a part of his Rope 
Bequeath’d to the Pope, 

As an Antidote aaa all Defpair. 


Here’s a Rib of St. Lawrence, | 
Tis alfo at Florence, oe 
And it may be in France or in Spain | 
/ 
It cures Stone and Gravel, 
And Women in Travel, 
it delivers without any Pain. 


g. 
Here's St. Fafeph’s old Coat, 
Tho fcarce worth a Groat, 
Its Plainnefs de@s fhew he’ad no Pride ; 
Yet this he had on, i, 
_ For befides he had none, iz 
The day that he marry’d his Bride. ~ ‘ ‘| 


V 3 
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10. 
His Breeches are there, 
A plain Leathern Pair, 
Come buy the whole Suit if you pleafe ; 
They'll defend you from th'itch, 
From Hag and from Witch, 
And preferve you from Bugs and from Fleas. 
II. 
ah Here’s the Gail of a Saint, 
14 For {uch as do faint, 
Or are troubled with Fits of the Mother 3 
Nay, if your Breath ftink 
Worfe than Clofe-ftool or Sink, 
ic will cure you as foon as the other. 
12. 
Here’s 2 Prayer of Pope Foan, 
The like to’t is none, 
If you fay it but three times a year, 
Three hundred in Grace, 
Be And three hundred ?twill place 
mt In Heav’n, if they ever come there. 
| £3, 
he a Here’s our Lady’s old Shoo, 
LNOmAE, F « © e 
ae Which in old time was new, 
It will cure all your Chilblains and Corns ; 
With the Coif of St. Bridger, 
To be worn by each Ideot, 
Whole Head is tormented with Horns. 
14. 
Here’s a Bottle of “Tears, 
Mele Preferv'd many years, 
oe Of Mary’s that once was a Sinner > 
| | Some o’th’Fifh and the Bread 
That the five thoufand fed, 
Whom our Saviour invited to Dinner. 


ae 
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15. 
Here’s St. Frances own Cord, 
You may take’s on my word, 
Who dies in it cannot be damn’d; 
Do but buy it, and try 
If I tell you a Lie, 
Many thoulands of Heav’n are fhamm’d. 
16. 
Here’s his Holinefs’s Beard, | 
Of whom you have heard, ie 
‘That the Hereticks call’d Pope Joan ; Hi, 
Yet this 1 dare {wear 
Was his nat’ral Hair, a | 
Or elfe Vil be {worn he had. none. | ! | ie 
17. | a 
Its Virtue is fuch, ; 
That if it does touch 
‘Your Head, your Face, or elfewhere, 
Ic does ftraitways reftore 
More than eer was before, 
Tho by Age or by Action worn bare. 
8 
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18. 
Here’s St. Chriftopher’s Boot 
For his Right Leg and Foot, 
Which he wore when he ply’d at the Ferry, & 
When on’s Shoulders he bore ) Bl 
His blefled Lord o’er, | 
For the poor Man had never a Wherry. 


IQ: 
Such as fail on the Seas, 
I am fure it will pleafe, 

For its Parallel never was found ; 
Neither Tempeft nor Storm 
Can e’er do ’em harm, , if 

Nor is’t poflible they fhould.be drown’d. a | 
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q i | ZO, 
Le Here's an infinite more 
I have by me in itore, 
All which lie conceal'd in‘this’ Hamper + 
Either buy ‘em to day, 
Or I'll throw *em away, 
For to morrow by Heav’n Pil fcamper: 
21, 
Our Market is done, 
We muft fhut up at Noon, 
We expect ’em each hour at the door : 
We are hang’d if we ftay, 
Nor can we get away, 
For none will dare carry us o’er. 
22. 
But by the Faith of-a Prieft, 
iy This is no time to jeft, 
iH Since we're bauk’d in our great Expectation, 
Before I will fwing 
Like a Dog in a String, 
Vl] renounce Tranfubftantiation. 


ee 


sn Ne ae 


Aine : Private Occurrences: Or the Tranfactions of 
ane the four laft Years? Written “in Imita- 
tion of the, old Ballad, Hey. brave 
Oliver, Ho braver Oliver, &c. 


vy te 1. 
ety | { & Proteftant Mule, yet a Lover of Kings, 
fn) £ \& On the Age grown a little Satyrical, fings 
We Sf Pavifts, their Counfels, and other fine things : 

sing bey brave Popery! O rare Popery! ‘Flo fine 
Popery! O dainty Popery ! oO! 


2. 


pais 


Vol. I. — State-Affairs. 295 
ey | 
She hopes fhe offends no Englifhman’s Patience, | I 
Tho Satyr’s forbid on all fuch occafions, | 4a 

She’s too good a Subject to read Declarations « nus 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. : 


penieee tig 


3° 
If the faying be good, Let bin laugh that wins, 
Sure a Lofer may {mile without any Offence; 


My Mufe then is gamefom, and thus fhe begins, | 
With hey brave Popery, &c. : 


4. 

When Charles deceas’d, to his Kingdoms difmay, 

By an Apoplex, or fome other way, ea 

His Brother with Shouts’ was proclaim’d the fame ah 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. (day. | 


His firft Royal Promife was never to touch 
Our Rights, nor Religion or Privilege grutch ; | 
But Petre {wore, damn him, he granted too much, | 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. | 
6 


Then Monmouth came in with an Army of Fools, 

Betray’d by his Cuckold, and other dull ‘Tools, 

That painted the Turf of green Seayemore with 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. (Gules. 


Te 
That Victory gotten, fome think to our wrong, 
The Priefts bray'd our Joy ina Phankfgiving Song, 
And Teague with the bald Pates were at it ding~ gy 
Sing bey brave Popery, &c. (dong, 1 
8 4 


Then ftrait a {trong Army was levy’d in hafte, a 
To kindle Rebellion, a very good Jef! 4 
For fome Rogues. will fwear *twasto murder the a 

Sing bay brave Popery, Bc (Tet. lf 
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9. 
A Politick Law which Recufants did doom, 
That into our Senate they never might come, 
But Equivalent fince was propos’d in its room. 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 


10. 
| ie Asif atrue Friend fhould in Kindnefs demand 
ee A Tooth in my Head which firmly. does ftand, 

a To give for’t another he had in his Hand. 

i Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 

pare)! It, 

eI Then Term after Term this great matter was weigh’d, 
Old Judges turn’d out, and new Blockheads made, 
That Coke or wife Littéeton never had read. 

Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 

i 12. (down, J 

BP hai The good Church of England with {peed wasrun | 

| Whofe Loyalty ever ftood faft to the Crown, | 

And Presbyter John was made Mayor of the Town, 

Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 


i 13. 

Peal The Bifhops Difgrace made the Clergy to fob, 
Pal Prey to oid Petre, and Prefident Bob, 

And hurry’d to Prifon as if they did rob. 
Sing bey brave Popery, &c. 


14. 

Then into the World a dear Prince of Wales flipt, 

’Tis plains for we hear a great Minifter peep’d : 

The Bricklayer for prating had liket’a been whip d. 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 


| 15. 

Sa ae ThusExgland’sDiftrefles,more fierce than the Plague} 

ae That during three Years of no quiet could brag, 

The Prince Van Auwraignia has brought from the 
Sing hey brave Popery, &e, (Hague. 


16, 
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16. 
A ftrong Fleet and Army vinvade us are bent, 


| We know nottheCaufe,tho there is fomething in’t 5 
| But we doubt nor eer Jong we fhall fee it in Prine, 


Sing, Hey brave Popery, &C. 
I 


a Gee 
| Ab! England, thou never could’ft value thy Peace 5 
Bad Matters been now asin Elfaveth’s Days, 


| The Dutch had not ventur’d tofifhin our Seas. 


hen curfeo Popery, pox o Popery, plague 0” Popery, 


Ob fenfelefs Popery, Oh ! 


aaa 


A new Proteftant Litany. 


ROM the Race of Jgnatiws, and all their Col- 
| (leagues § 
From all the bafe Counfels of Bougres and Teagues, 
And from Popery rampant, and ail her Intrigues, 
; Libera nos Domine. 
From Cobweb-Lawn-Charters,from fham-freedom 
( Banters; 
Qur Liberty-Keepers, and new Gofpel-Planters, 
Inthe trufty kind hands of our great Quo Warran- 
tersy Libera nos, &c. 


FromHigh-Court Commiflions to Rome to rejoin us; 
From a Rbadamanth Chancellor, the Weftern Judg 
( Minos, 

Made Head of our Church by new ure Divinos, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
From our great Teft Records,cut out into Thrums; 
FromWatte- paper Laws,us'd with Pafties & Plums, 


Mere 
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Magna Charta, Magna Farta,made Fodder for Bums, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
From a new-found {tone Doublet, to th’ old Sleeve 
(of Lawn 

And all co makeroom for the Popelander Spawn, 
lo fee a Babe born thro Bed-Curtains clofe drawn, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From refolving to night where to liein to morrow, 
And from cunning Back-door .to let Midwife 
He thorow, (Pang or Sorrow, 
4 | Eight Months full grown Man-child born without 
/ Libera nos, &c. 

From a Godfather Pope to the Heir of a Throne ; 
From three Chriftian Namesto one Sirname un- 


> 


known, ( gone, 
: With a Zyler A&iich Nurfe now the Mother’s Milk’s 
{iit Libera nos, &c. 


rom Gun- Powder Bonefires, all turn’d out of Play, 
Not a poor Window Candle dare to givea ftoln 
( Ray, 
| Butall kept referw’d for great Simmel’s Birth-day, 
banat Libera nos, &c. 
if From Dad Petre Pilots at the Helm tobefriend us, 
With all Hands that Pope, Turk, or Devil can lend 
Cu 
tl 3 And eke from a fecond Queen Be/s'to defend us, 
Hitt Libera nosy &c. 
From Nuneios from Rome to confult how todrub 
The Proteftant Hydra by our Hercules Chub ; 
Hil at And a Warming-Pan-Plot, worfe»than Cellier’s 
an ate Meal-Tub, Liberanos, &c. 
Tea (rated; 
mh From old hundred of thoufand Pound Fines under- 
RuffeP’s Head for hisCommon-HouleV otes elevated, 
And Effex’s Razor at’ Rome confeerated, 
Liberanos, &e. 
From 


$5 
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From Sampfon-Cord Oaths fnapt afunder with eafe 5 


From no Faith in Man, Coleman's Mouth with a 


( {queeze 


| Stopt to tell no more Tales of Father La Chaife, 


Libera nos, &e. 
From old Dunkirk, fold for a Song and a Dance, 
The Proteftant long defign’d Caufe to advance, 


_ By moft Chriftian Reformers, the Dragoons of 


France, Libera nos, &c.- 


From fapportin g our Church 4 Ja-mode Magdalane, 
From Mahomet Monfieur, our new Lord Saltano, 


And from Englifh Pipes tun’d to French Fiftul? ix 
ano, Libera nos, &c. 


From Tyrconnel’s Bogtrotters, at the old Trade of 
_ Throat-cutting 4 ( footing, 
From new conquring /reland for the Englifh old 
And from ‘Sacrament Oaths of North’ Herely 
rooting, Libera nos, &c. 


From Judges with Epfom and Dadley’s Infection 3 
From Knaves in Fools-Coats, by infallible direction, 
Raifing Heretick Armies for the Roman protection, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From threefcore thonfand Crowns, under Planet 
( Malignant, 
Giv’n Loretto’s great Lady, that famous Heav'n 
(Regnant, 
To purchafe no more thana poor Culhion preg- 
nant, Libera nos, &c. 
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Tom Tyler, or, ‘The Nurfe. 


LD Stories of a Tyler fing, 
That did attempt to bea King ; 

Our Age is with a Tyler grac’d, 
By more prepofterous Planets rais’d : 
His Cap with Zockey’s match'd together, 
Turn'd to a Beaver and a Feather ; 
His Clay transform’d to yellow Gilt, 
And Trowel to a Silver Hilt. 

His Lady from the Tiles and Bricks, 
Kidnap’d to Court in Coach and Six; 
Her Arms.a fucking Prince embrace, 
Whate’er you think of Royal Race ; 
A Prince, come in the nick of time, 
( Blefs'd Dada ! ’tis a venial Crime) 
That fhall repair our Breach of State, 
While all the World congratulate ; 
Shall, like his Sire, fupprefs the Jug, 
Raife Knaves and Fools to Place of Truft ;. 
Titus and Vane who fought his Fate, 
Lylers and Adacs ta Chits of State. 
But here, unhappy Babe, alas! 
I cannot but lament thy Cafe; | 
That thou, fed up with Rome’s {trong Meats, 
Should’ft long for Milk of Heretick Teats. 
Among the Daughters was there none 
Worthy to nurfe a Monarch’s Son ? 
But if thy Uncle, who before : 
Was always right, chang’d the laft Hour: 
If thy undoubted Sire, fo fage, 
Declar’d ity Evening of his Ages 
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Why fhould’ft not thon, Papift fo foon, | ete : 
Re a ftanch Proteftant e’er noon ? of 
This faid, the Tyler laugh’d in’s Sleeve, i | 
And took his Audience of Leave. aay 
The Prince, who anfwer’d ne’er a word, ce 
That he fhould travel did accord 5 ae 
To Pars fent to learn Grimace, 
To fwear and damn with a Bonne Grace. 


The Hieroglyphick. 


OME, Painter, takea Profpect from this Hill, 
: And on a well-{pread Canvas fhew thy Skill : 
Draw all in Colours as they fhall appear, 
And as they ftand in’Merit place ‘em there. 
Draw, asthe Heraldsdo, a {pacious Field, 
And, asdirected, fo let it be fill’d. 
Firft draw aPopifh Army, brisk and gay 
Fighting and beat, deftroy'dand run away : | 
Then draw aHerfe, and letit ftandin view, 
The Mourners more, far more than they’rein fhew, ae 
Curfing their Fate, their Stars; and in that fear , | 
Shew,if thou canft, how thofe damn’d Sots prepare f | 
To run, to ftay, and skulk in Holes alone, 
By ’emthis Motto, Gallows, take thy own. : e 
Now to the Life let thy brisk Pencil fhew L 
Ditinétly, what they are, and what's their due. oe 
Now draw a Croud of Priefts prepar’d to run, de 
Like broken Merchants when their Stock is gone. 
Some howling do their Pray’rs forget, and fay, 
Save usSt. Kerch; Are all our Saints away ? 
Draw em in Hurry, running to and fro, ii, 
Pofting to Dover, Port/mouth, Tybure too. if 
Next fh | 4 
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Next draw a Croud of Lords, this Libel by ; 2 
The great Defignis loft. Alas! they cry, eC 
Who'd ferve a Caufe of ‘fuchcurs’d Deftiny? . 
Then draw four Priefts ; thew how they Rome adore, 
And each Man’s Scarf hang to be feen before. 

Two brace of Bifhops fallen to Defpair, 

Arm/’d Cap-a-pe, but running God knows where. 
Next draw the Judges, and employ thy Skill, 
That all may praife thy Work, and {ay, tis well ; 
In Caps. and Gowns as they in order fate, ! 
Twixt Heaven and Earth do thou them levate,$ 

For their grave Noddles can difpenfe with that. 
Laft draw the little Rogues, the {coundrel Crew, 

Knights, Knaves, and Beggars ; they muft have 

(their due, 

Gadbury, Butler, and wife Roger too, 

Amid this Crowd; ona fit {pot of Land, 

To crown the Work, let a large Gallows ftand : 

Let themall trembling with their/Guilt and Fears, 

Kneel to that Image, and pour out their Pray’rs, 

And then die by Suffocation, 


<< a ng ne 


A Dialogue bet ween: Father Petre 
and the Devil. 


Petre. 
Are youcome? tis more than time: 
Your Tardinefs is no fmall.Crime. 
All our Proceeding’s at.a ftand, 
Again they’ve.got the upper hand, 
¥et like true.fefuit Ihave wrought, 
My Charge:yp.to.the height I fought; 


Both 
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Both Senfe and Reafon quite o’erthrown, 
For thofe we deal with muft have none: 
Devil, 
Is this a Conqueft to relate, 
Worthy a Jefuitick Pate ? 
I have more trouble with you had, 
Than all the Orders I have made 
Befidess I join’d) in the Defign 
One, whofe fell Malice equals mine : 
One fo ambitioufly inclin’d, 
One of fo uncontroul’d a Mind, 
That let the Gulph be ne’er fo deep, 
Or Pyramid prodigious fteep, 
That if in th’ Extreams he can difclofe 
Any that do his Will oppofe, 
Tho on juft Grounds, they meet their Fate 
In violent and unbounded Hate. 
Petre. 
I did not call you to difcourfe ; 
We muft do fomething now by Force. 
Our whole Society is fhamm’d, 
And we in our firft Founder damn’d. 
Did I, tho to my Soul's Perdition, 
A& things more black than my Commiffion ? 
Gaining belief among the Great, 
Who forc’d upon themfelves the Cheat : 
While the good Man 1! kept at th’ Oar, 
No Gally-Slave eer labour’d more. 
Nor durft I let him paufe upon’r, 
Left, if he thought, he fhould recant 5 
With puzzling Notions ftill poflefs’d him, 
At once tormented and carefs’d him: 
Hoodwink’d the Pilot that fhould fteer us, 
With our infallible Chimeras. 


9 


2 
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Devil. 
Boaft not asif you’ad Conqueft won 3 
You've ftarted much, but nothing done. 
Your Order, wherefoe’er they came, 
Have fet whole Kingdoms in a Flame: 
Nor Hell, nor Rome, can give you thanks, 
For acting thus a: Madman’s Pranks. 
Did I not always to you preach, 
The Engh{h would you: over-reach ? 
They'll be convine’d e’er they believe, 
Not pin their Faith upon yonr ‘Slave. 
Your publick Chappels have o’erthrown us; 
Our very Profelytes difown us, 
And face about to t? other fide, 
Exclaiming ’gainft the Roman Pride. 
Petre, 
What ! do you now complain of me, 
For overacting Villany ? 
1 ftill confulted you in all, 
Did daily for your Condudé call : 
And tho, “tis true, 1 nam’d the Saints, 
Yet ’twas to you I made my Plaints, 
I own about the French we fail’d, 
But in the Jrifh we prevail’d, 
Propofe once more and IIb obey’t, 
It fhall be done if you but fay’t. 
You know in fuch a holy Juggle, 
That my fcar’d Confcience ne'er did bogele. 
We muft not flag, nor fit down here, 
That would: betray Remorfe or Fear; 
Which Jefuits do more decline, 
Than e’er the Rechabites did Wine. 
But I have fomething to impart, 
Which does opprefs my tender Heart ; 
And made me now invoke you hither, 
Tho ’gainft your Principles, to gather _ 
1¢ 
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The Truth of thefe Important Queries, 


So needful mthis Dubious Series. 


Firft, if in your Power it lie, 


Tell me what Death I’m doom’d to dies 
I dare not hope ’cwill be in Bed, 

- That fates not with the Life I’ve led. 
But if I muft be hang’d and quarter’d, 


Let me be canoniz’d and martyr’d, 
With holy Harcourt and his Fellows, 


Like them be fainted at the Gallows. 


And next I do the Favour crave, 
Since | have ever been your Slave; 
Unfold the Myftick Book of Fate; 
And read me England’s future States 
Which next fhallto the Throne fucceed, 
The Englifh or Italian Breed. 


The Devil anfw’ring, laugh’d outright 5 


Would I thefe Secrets bring to light, 
I fhould not half that Harveft gain, 
For which I've taken all this Path. 
Nor would {, if I could, reveal’ 
That which my Int’reft bids conceal. 
Yet I will anfwer thee in’ part, 
Since ve a Title in thy Heart. 

The firft peculiar is to thee 3 


For which thow need’ft not trouble me, 


’Tis long fince thow did‘it it’ forefee. . 
Nor is it reafon to believe, 

Thou fhould’ft the Mobile deceive, 
But whether Martyr, or as Traytor, 
Thy Ballad will. be Truth’s Relator. 
The Confequence of th’ other draw, 
By the Succefs of Great Naffan. 


x 
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This faid, the Devil left the Father, 

‘The meaning of his Words to gather ; 
And vanilh’d from him down the Stairs, 
While he proceeded in his Pray’rs. 


Coxw7y.lae WIAs (7 . fe 
of Wales prov'd a Popifh Perkin. 
me there is a. moft fearful Rout; 
od what do. you think It Is about ? 
Becaule the Birth of the Babe's come out. 
rae ee PR ee oe Re lias ahi fons 
Sing Lutkaby bavy, by, vy, Oy. 
The Jefuits {wear the Midwife told Tales, 
3 oo onl A gs es AEM... tT; ; 
{ his Highnets the Prince of Wales, 
ce 
d 
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And ruin‘d | 

She’s a Jade for her pains, Cutsplutter-ber Nails, 
Sing, Lulla, XC. 

rhe Popifh Crew did all proteft, 

Phat twent y creat Men would {wear at leaft, 

They faw his Welch Highnefs creep out of his Neft. 
Sing Lula, XC. 

Che Goggle-ey’d Montter in the Toner, 

He peep’d at his Birth for above an hour, 

And “twas a trae Prince of Wales he fwore. 
Sing Lula, &c. . 

Another great Lord, both grave and wile, 

Stood peeping between her Majefty’s Thighs, 

And look’d thro a Glafs for to fave his Eyes. 

Sing Lulla, Xe 
Both were fo very well fatisfy’d, Cery’d, 
They knew the {weet Babe froma Thoufand they 
Twas born with the print of a Tile on his Side. 

Sing Lulla, &c 


Some 


Pe Dee, 
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Some fay *tis a Prince of Males by Right, 
And thofe that deny it ’tis out of {pite ; 
But God fend the Mother came honeftly by’t. 
Sing Lalla, &c. 
Some Priefts they fay crept near, to her Honour, HF 
_ And fprinkled fome good holy Water upon her, ; 
- Which made her conceive of what has undone her. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 
' The Papifhes thought themfelves greatly bleft 
Before the young Babe was brought to the Teft, 
- But now they call Petre a Fool of a Prieff. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 
| The Priefts.in order to fly to the Pope, Be 
_ Are got on Board of the Foreign Hope, i 
_ For all that ftay here will be fure of a Rope. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 


The Rife and Fall of the Ld Chancellor. 
To the Tune of, Hey brave Popery! 


Pil fing of a Villain [cannot abuife, 
The Halter and Ax no fuch Men will refufe : 
Sing hey brave Chancellor! O fine Chancellor! Deo 
licate Chancellor ! O? oz 
Tis he was the Caufe of the Nation’s Difmay, , 
He has e’er been a Knave from hig Birth to this day, 2 
To fee the Sot hang’d we will make Holy-day. 
Sing bey, &c. 
At firft | will thew you what he is in Grain, 
I care not a Pin for his Honour’s Difdain ; 
His Deeds now in brief unto you’) proclaim : 


Syeg hey, Ke. 
Jy AC: X 2 Ei 


( “\Ood People, pray now attend to my Mails, ae 
yi | 
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He was the Inventor of Oates’s Punifhment 

From Newgate to Tyburn, and thither he fent 5 

To have him well whipt he gave his Confent. 
Sing hey, &c. 

The good Mafter Corzifh did innocent die, 


— 


And all by this Chancellor’s curs’d Villany ; 

His Blood now to Heav'n for Vengeance does cry. 
Sing hey, &c. 

He was the frft Author that open’d his Jaws 

lo-take off the Teft and the Penal Laws: 

Of beheading Ld Raffel he alone was the Caufe. 

Sing bey, &c. 

Then next tothe Weft he hurry’d with {peed, 

To murder poor Men, a very good Deed 5 

He made many heneft Mens Hearts for to bleed. 
Sing bey, &C. 


The Prifoners to plead to his Lordfhip did cry, 
} 
i 


t ftill he made Anfwer, and thus did reply, 

We'll hang you up firft, andthen after we7ll try. 
Sing bey, &c. 

Againit their Petitions then he ftopt his Ears, 

And ftill did create all their Doubts and their Fears 5 

He left the poor Widows and Children in Tears. 
Sing hey, &c. 

He was the Inventor that firft did promote 

The Place that was call’d th’Ecclefiaftical Court, 

And thither he made the poor Clergy refort. 
Sing bey, &e. 

Of Magdalen College he thought it moft fit 

To turn out the Fellows, a very fine Trick, 

And place Father Walker, that curft Jefuit. 
Sing hey, &c. 

Then next to the Tower our Bifhops he pack’d, 

And fwore he had done a very good Act, 

But now thal] be try’d for the Matter of Fact. 
Sing hey, &ce 

And 


| 
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And when that theBifhops were brought tobe try d. 
To prefer. a Petition they humbly defir'd, 


- He fwore he would prove it a Libel vo be cry’d. 


Sing hey, &c. 


_ What can-he fay now the Parliament fits ? 
Alas! they will vote him quite out of his Wits, 
They'll make him run,mad, or, fall into. Fits. 


Sing hey, &c: 


In Wapping he thought for. to.make his Efcape, 
Avery good Jeft,, but I’faith it wont take, 


His Head on the Bridg mult be ftuck.on a Stake, 
Sing bey, &e. 
He many feditious.Libels hath pen‘d, 


_ And fent them to.P —— his very good Friend, 
_ My Mofe fhe.grows.weary, and thus fhe does end, 


With Pox.oth’Chanceslor, villanous Chancellor, 
damnable Chancellor, O/ 


a 


A’ Letter to the Lord Chancellor. 


My Lord, 
’D praife your Lordhhip, but you’ve had your 
ted 3 are 
Of that before, if not too much by far ; 
And now.a nobler Field for Curfing does appear. J 
Yet [ll not curfe, but leave you'to.the Croud,, 
Who never baulk their, Rage; -but; {peak aloud, 
Thro all the Labyrinths of your Crimes they'll 
et ( track, yous 
Worfe than ten thoufand Furies they’ll attack, you. 
We talk not here of Penali\Laws, or Teft, 
Nor how you, King of Terrors in the Weft, 


X 3 With 


mee | ae 
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With more than Savage Cruelty opprefs’d 
Thofe whofe thin Shades now ftab your anxious 
( Breaft : 

To thofe I leave you; each with brandifh’d Dart 
Will home revenge his Quarrel at your Heart ; 
For me, I'll only let your Lordhhip fee 
How they refent your chang’d Felicity. 

Now may you hear the People as they fcowr 
Along, not fear to damn the Chancellor. 
The Wooten too, and all the tender Crew, 
That us’d to pity all, now laugh at you : 
The very Boys, how they do grin and prate, 
And giggle at the Bills upon your Gate ! 
Nay; rather than be fruftrate of their Hope, 
The Women will contribute for a Rope: 
And thofe fine Locks, that no gay Spark might 


( touch, 
On this account Ketch may, they love my Lord fo 
~€ much. 


O for Difpenfing now! Ay, now’s the time! 
Your Eloquence can hardly blanch your Crime : 
And all the turnings of your Protezs Wit, 
With all your little tricks wo'nt help a bit: 
Nay, that fmooth Tongue, in which your chiefeft 
CTrutt is, 
Now can’c, altho fometimes it baffled Juttice. 
No Jgnoramws Juries {hal H perplex you; 
But with their Bila vera’s now fhall vex you : 
From their diveClaws no hiding Hole you'll find, 
They now will {peak their own, and not a Patty’s 
. € Mind. 
Not now, as OR ste when on at Bench 
Flattery and Daubing" had’ fuch Influence, 
And Taferiet for a ‘Drie would with the Laws 
 “Cdifpente.} 


But 


Vol. Til. 
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But granting all our Laws are out of joint, 


T hey fear not 


till but they fhall gaim the Point : 


A High Commiffion may the Caufe 
Your Lordii's°by a Butcher ‘may be tryd, 
When by Commiffion he is dignify’d, 
His Pow’r you muft not doubt, if he be fatisfy7d._ 
Of Laws like this we have a Precedent, 
Nought wil!’t avail appeal to a Parliament - 
For they are fuch damn’d Sticklers for the Laws, 
That it is five to one you lofe your Caufe. 

You fee; my Lord, the Cafe is very fad, 
Enough to make a wifer Man ftark mad: 
But Pl advife your Wifdom what to do 5 
Tis plain,. that they their Madnefs will purfue? © 
They hope to fee you foon'advanc’d on high, , 
Moft fweetly dangling twixt the Earth and Sky. 
This ’tis they mean, ’tis this they would have done, ? 
But I would choufe ’em ev’ry Mother's Son: ; 
Troth I'd e’en hang my felfs *tis quickly done. 


For why fhou 


ld fach a Man as you fubmit 


To be the publick Laughter of each grinni 
Elfe a keen Razor take, ‘and never fear, 
To cut your Lordhip’s Throat from Ear to Ears 
> Tis feafible enough, you know who did it, 
And you are valiant, therefore never dread it : 
Fail not to make fure work on’t if you can, 


Elfe Efex will be thought the ftouter Man. 
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Dangerfield’s Ghoft to Jefferies. 


» Evenge! Revenge! my injur’d Shade begins 
aN. fo haunt thy guilty Soal,and {courge thy Sins, 
For.fince tome thou ow’ft the heavieft {core,  ° 
Whofe living Words tormented thee before, ‘ 
When dead,)’m come to plague thee yetonce more.) 
Start not away, nor think thy Brafs to hide, 
Bur fee the difmal Shape in which Idyd: 
My Body alideform’'d with putrid Gore, 
Bleeding my Soul away at év’'ry Pore. 
Pufh'd fafter on by-Francés, lefs unkind ; 
My. Body fwoln,. and bloated’as thy Mind: 
This dangling Bye-ball rolls abourin Vain, 2 
Never to find its proper Seat again, e 
The hollow Cell ufurp’d by Blood and Brain. 
The trembling Jury’s Verdi@ ought to be, 
Murder’d at once by, Francis: and by Thee. 
The.Groans of Orphans, and the pond’‘rous Guilt 
Of ail the Blood, that thow baftiever fpult 5 
The Country’s Curfe,. the Rabble’s Spite, and all 
The Withes-fent thee, fince thy long: with'd Fall, 
The Noblesrjuft Revenge fo bravely fought, 
For all the Ills thy Infolence has wrought : 
May thefe and more their utmoft Force combine, 
Join all their Wrongs, and mix their Gries with 
( mine. 
And fee (if Terror has not ftruck thee blind ) 
sce here a long and ghaftly Train behind: 
Far, far from utmoft Weft they croud away, 
{nc hov'ring o'er, fright back the fickly day, 


Had 


Vol. Hil. State-Affai's. 3 


Had the-poor Wretches fin’d as:much as thee, 
Thou fhouldftsnot have forgot Humanity. 
' Whoe’er in Blood can fo much Pleafure take, 
| Tho an ill Jadg, would a good Hangman make, | 
' Each hollows in thy Ear, Prepare, prepare wil 
For what thou muft, yet what thowcantft not bear. ie 
| Each at thy Heart a bloody Dagger aims, | 
Upwards to Gibbets point, downwards’ to endlefs 
! ( Flames. 


. ateasinedi aiciheniaaiae tre ter ee FE I EC TE I OU 


| Sir Thomas Jenner’s Speech to lus Wife a 
and Children. ik 


Ear Wife, let me have a:Pire made, 
kJ iltell you facly News will makeyowall glad, 
The like for anothers fcarce to’be had. 
This it is to be learned andewitty. 
Firft, Butler, Do you a Glafs of Wine bring : 
V’lL tell you all rhe great Love of my King, ; 
Which is a dainty curious fine thing. i | 
This it-is,o@e. s 
A wife learned Serjeant at Law I was made, ta 
And a dainty fine Coif was put ‘on: my Head; ye 
Which is heavier by far than atHundred of Lead: ! 
oo) Thissitcis, @e, r 
But foon after this 1 «was made the Recorder, 
To keep the worfhipful Rabble‘in. order, 
And wore a Red»Gown with long. Sleeves.and 
. This it iss Cc. o bhi 5 ( Border. 
What Juftice lidid; my dear Wife, you can tell ; 
Right or wrong | fpar’d none, likethe Devilin Hell, 
But guilty or not, I fent all to Bridewel, ie 
This it is, @e. ae 
. | Unlefs ay 
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a Unlefs it were thofe that greafed my Fift, 
4 To them I gave Licence to cheat whom they lift; © § 
For ’twas only thofe my A4ittsmus mifs'd . 
This it is, Ce. 
But then the King dy’d, which caus’d a Pother, 
So [ went to condole with the new King his Brother} 
With Sorrow in oné Hand, and Grief in the other! 
This it 1S5 Ce. 
Foran ignorant Judg I was call’d by the King 
To the Chequer Court, “tis a wonderful thing, 
Of which in fhort time the whole Nation did ring. 
This it is, Gc. 


( Bench, 
By Great James I was rais’d to the Common-Pleas 
Caufe he faw [ had exquifite Politick Senfe, 
Tae Which his Wifdom perceiv’d in the Future Tenfe. 
| This it is, &c. 
At Sarum five hundred PoundsiI have gotten, 
To fave Malefactors from {winging in Cotton; 
For which they were hang’d and.are now almoft 
This it is, Ge. | (rotten, | 
CJeft, | 
But now, my dear Love; comes the: Cream of the 
ae For the King would take off the Oaths and theTeft, 
a Which [ told all his People would be for the beft. 
ah This itis; @c. | 
Hehad my Opinion; that *twas in his Power 
aii To deftroy all the Laws in lefs'timeithan an hour, 
: For which I may chanee.fo be fent tothe Tower. © 
This it is, Ge. j 
And now to Magdalen College \I come, 
Where we have turn’d out moft,‘but keptiin fome, 
Phat fo a new College of Priefts might have room, 
This it is,’ ec, i 4 3a 


And 
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And fo by that means we lefc the Door ope, 


To turn out the Bifhops, and let in the Pope, 
For which we have juftly deferved a Rope. 


This it is tobe learned and witty. 


er I 


Popery Pickle Or, The Fefuits Shoos 


made of running Leather. 


| To the Tune of, Would you be*a Man 


~- 


of Favour ? 


an : 
Ould you have’a new Play acted? 
Would you fee it juft begun? 
Popery is run diftracted, 
And the Priefts are all undone. 
Now you'll fee their Beads and Crofles 
All lie proftrate on the ground ; . 
They’re march’d off like Fools’ and ‘Affes, — 
Not one Skulker to be found. 


2. 

Would you fee thé great Ones flying, - 
Leaving a disbanded”@ourt ? 

There are Monks and Friers crying, 
Whither now fhall we refort ? 

Now the Chappel’s quite defeated, 
And forfaken like the Crown: 

Popery is now convicted, 
There’s no fuch thing to be found. ” 
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ry 
Would youfee the. Priefts recanting, 
Now they fear the Ezglifh Law ? 
You fhall hear them them all a ranting, 
Lero, Lero, Bullensa-la. - 
Inftead of reading Ave-Afary 
In their Babylonian Gown, 
You will fee the quite contrary, 
Not a Mafs-Book to be found. 


4: 
Would you, fee the. Neft a, brooding, 
Which way they their Courfe fhall fteer ? 
You fhall hear them all conclading, 
1 ) Any where but ftaying here. 
NW Feferys was prepar’d for failing 
a In his long. Tarpawlin.Gown;. 
But his Politicks him, failing, 
By his bawling he was found. 


5. 
Would you fee Zyrconnel {weating 
ae | For fear of a final Rout? 
| fe Now the great Convention’s, fitting, 
a All will foon be brought about. 
i" He muft then forfake his Palace, 
Tay Juft as Petre did his.Gown.; 
| Like a Coward fly to. Calam,. 
Where he. never may. be: found. 


6. 
Would you have the Scene now changed, ; 
mi Stay but while this Act is done, 
| ae And fee Father, Petre hanged 
i For procuring of a Son? 
See 


_ When he hears his Sentence readings 
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| Which has frighten’d our Monarch away from his Ne g 


See the Chancellor a- pleading, 
Where he Rujffel guilty found ? 


A true Dreamer he'll be found. 


—— 


Song: To the Tune of Lilli-Burlero. 


Ss es 23 ae 
= ee a a 
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r 
a. HE Pillars of Popery now are blown down, 
One thoufand fix hundred eighty and eight, 


( Crown, Hh 

One thoufand fix hundred eighty and eight. | 

( fear, 

For Myn Heer did appear, and they fcamper’d for 
One thoufand fix hundred eighty and eight : 

For (yn Heer did appear, and they {camper’d for 

(fear, 


One thoufand fix hundred eighty and eight. 
2 


That Mirror of Mothers, and Wonder of Wives, i | 
One thoufand, @e. at 
With her Joy of three Titles are fled for their Lives, a 

One thoufand, &e. i | 


2. 

George Fefferies, who boafted his Face was of Brafs, & 

One thoufand, @e. sg 

Is now metamorphos’d into a Welch Afs, Ze 
One thoufand, &c. : 


4. 
That Curfe of three Kingdoms,damn’d Petre, is fled, | 
One thoufand, &c. if 
Who with Rome’s Ignis fatuus our Monarch mifled’; ie 


One thoufand, &e. | 
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5. 
Great Dada, whofe Prefence.made, pregnant the 
One thoufand, @e. ( Queen, 
Now fhe has withdrawn.is no more to be feen ; 
One thoufand, @c. 
6. 
Old Mordant?s good Service fhall doubly be paid, 
One thoufand, ec. 
For his fetching the Queen now his Lordthip js ftaid. 
One thoufand, ec. 


That Sink of Sedition, the vile Obfervator, 
One thoufand, @c. 

Shall receive the juft Merit that’s duetoa Traitor ; 
One thoufand, @e. 

8. 

Our Renegade Rhymer, tho cudgel’d and lick’d; 
One thoufand, ee. 

For his Hind and his Panther fhall-once more be 
One thoufand, @c. ( kick’d. 


9. 
Now old Obadiah quits Ave- Maria, 
One thoufand: ee. 
To fing Lamentations worfe than Jeremiah. 
One thoufand, ce. 


10. 

That Waittal and worfe, who commanded the 
One thoufand, ec. (Tow’r; 

With that fhrimp of a Souldier:fweet Cecil did 
One thonfand, ce. ({cour. 

II. 

All our Priefts are gone back with our Jefuits and 

One thoufand, @c. (Monks, 


And our Nuns to their former Profeflion of Punks. 
One thoufand, @e. 
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12. 
*Twould tire your Patience to number the reft, 
One Thoufand, es. 


You may guefs by the Paw at the Bulk of the Beaff, 


One Thoufand, ee. 


ae ae ae 


Tarquin and Tullia. 


‘bp Time when Princes cancel’d Nature's Law, 
And Declarations, which themfelves did draw ; 
When Children us’d their Parents to dethrone, 
And gnaw’d their way like Vipers to a Crown : 
Tarquin, a {avage, proud, ambitious Priace, 
Prompt to Expel, yet thoughtlefs of Defence; 
The envy’d Scepter did from Tullizs {natch, 
The Roman King, and Father by the Adatch. 
To form his Party, Hiftories report, , 
A Sanctuary was opend in his Court, ¢ 
Where glad Offenders fafely might refort. 
Great was the Crowd,and Wond’rous the Succefs ; 
(For thofe were fruitful Times of Wickednefs ) 
And all that liv’d obnoxious to the Laws 
Flock’d to Prince Tarquin, and embrac'd his Caufe. 
Mong thefea Pagan Prieft for refuge fled, 
A Prophet deep in godly Faction read 5 
A Sycophant that knew the modifh Way 
To Cant and Plot, to Flatter and Betray 5 
To Whine and Sin, to Scrible and Recant 5 
A fhamelefs Author, anda luftful Saint: 
To ferve all Times he could Diftinctoins coin, 
And with great eafe flat Contradictions join ; 
A Traytor now, once Loyal in extreme, 
And then Obedience was his only Theme ; 


320 POEMS. én 


He fang in Temples the moft Paflive Lays, 

And weary’d Monarclis with repeated Praife : 
But manag’d avk’ardly that lawful part; 

For to vent Lies and Treafon was his Art, 

And pointed Libels at Crown’d Heads to dart. 
This Prieft, and others, learned to defame, 

Firft murder’d injurd Tudiws in his Name, 

With blackeft Calumnies their Sov’raign load, 

A poyfon’d Brother, and dark League abroad 3 

A Son unjaftly topt upon the Throne, 

Which yet was prov’d undoubtedly his own : 
Tho, as the Law was there, “twas his behoof, 
Who difpofleft the Heir, to bring the Proof. 

T his hellifiCharge they back’d with difmal Prights. 
The lofs of Property and Sacred Rights, 

And Freedom : Words which ail falfe Patriots ufe, 
The fureft Names the Romans to abufe : 

Jealous of Kings, and always Malecontent, 
Forward to Change, yet certain to repent. 

Whilt thus the Plotters needful Fears create, 

Tarquin with open Force invades the State ; 

L:wa Nobles joyn him with their feeble Might, 

And Atheif? Fools for dear Religion fight : 

The Priefts their boafted Principles difown, 

And level their Harangues againft the Throne ; 
Vain Promifes the People’s Minds allure; 

Slight were their Ills, but defperate their Cure. 
’Tis hard for Kings to fteer an equal Courfes 

And they who banifhone, oft get a worfe. 

Thofe Heav’nly Bodies we admire above, 

Do every day irregularly move. 

Yet Tullins, ‘tis decreed, mult lofe his Crown, 

For Faults that were his Council’s, not hisown; 
He now in vain commands e’en thofe he paid ; V4 
By darling Troops deferted and betray’d ; | ¢ 
By Creatures whichhis genial Warmth had made. > 


c 
a 
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OF dtl ef a Captain of the Guards was wort, 
Whofe Memory to this Day ftands accurft : 
This Rogue‘advanc’d to Military Troft, 
By his own Whoredom, and his Sifter’s Luft ; 
Forfook his Mafter after dreadful Vows, 
And plotted to betray him to his Foes : 
The kindeft A42fer to the Vvileft Slave, 
_ As free to give, ashe wasfure to crave. 
His haughty Female, who, as Books declaré, 
Did always tofs wide Noftrils in the Air 5 
Was to the younger Tulia Governels, re 
_ And did atténd her when, in borrow’d drefs,  ¢ 
She fled’by Night from Tullis in diftrefs, S 
This Wretcli by Letters did invite his Foes, 
And us’dall' Arts her Father to depofe : 
A Father always generoufly bent, 
So kind, that he her Withes did prevent. 
- > Twas now hightime for Tuiws to retreat, 
When ev’n his Daughter haft’ned his defeat ; 
When Faith and Duty vanifh’d, and no more 
The Name of Father, nor of Kinghe bore: |_ 
AKing! whofe Right his Foes could ne’r difpite, 
So mild ! that AZerey was his Attribute ; 
Affable, kind, and eafie of Accefs, 
Swift to relieve, unwilling to opprefs ; 
Rich without’ Taxes; yet in payment jult; 
So honeft that he hardly cou!d diftruif. 
His active Soul did ne’r from Labours ceafe 5 
Valiant in War, and fedulous in Peace ; 
Studious with Traffick to enrich the Land 3 
Strong to protect, and skilful to command 5 
Liberal and Splendid, not without Excefs 5 
-Lothto revenge, and willing to carefs. 
In) fumm;°How Godlike muft his Nature be, 
Whiofe only Fault was too much Piety! 


¥ F hig 
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This King remov’d, th’ aflembled States thouglit 
That Tarquin in the Vacant Throne fhould fits. Cfit 
Voted him Regent in their Senate-Honfe, 

And with an empty Name endow’d his Spoufe, 
he elder Tulia, who fome Authors feign, 
Drove o’re her Father’s Corpsa trembling Wain. | 
But fhe! more guilty | numerous Wains did drive; 
To crufh her Father, and her King alive; 
In glad remembrance of his haft’ned Fall, 
Refolv’d to inftitute a weekly. Ball. 
She! jolly Glutton! grew in Bulk and Chins 
eafted in Rapine, and enjoy’d her.Sins 
With Luxury the did weak Reafon force, 
Debauch'd good Nature,& cram’d down Remorfe « 
Yet when fhe drunk cool Zee in lib’ral Sups, 
The fobbing Dame was Maudlin in her Cups. 
But brutal Tarquin never did relent, 
{oo hard to melt, too wicked to. repent; 
Cruel in Deeds, more mercilefs in Wil, 
And bleft with natural delight in ID s 
From a wife Guardian he. receiv’d his Doom, 
To walk the Change, and not to govern Rome ; 
He {wore his Native Honours to difown 
And did by Perjury afcend the Throne: 
Ob! had that Oath his {welling Pride repreft ! 
Kome then had been with Peace and Plenty-bleft. 
But Larquin, guided by deltructive Fates 
Walted the Country, and embroil’d the State: 
Tranfported to their Foes the Romaw Pelf, 
And by their Ruin hop’d:to fave himfelf 
Tnnumerable Woes oppreft the Land, 
When it fubmitted to his curft Command. 
So juft was Heaven, that “cwas hard to tell; 
Whether its Guilt or Lofles did excel... 
Men who renounc’d their God, for dearer Trade; 
Were then the Gwardsans of Religion made : 


9 


Rebels 


_ Each lewd Collection was a Robbery. 


_ Fanatick Drivers, whofe unjuft Careers | 4 
_ Produce new Ills, exceeding former Fears, 


| The Lawyers are Rebels, and Clergy-men too, 


| Whom the Lord and the Laws hat Te 2) appoin ted. 


"Which the prevailing Faétion did withftand ; 
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Rebels were fainted 5 Foreigners did reign ; 5 
Outlaws return’d Preferments to. obtain, - 
With Frogs and Toads, and all their croaking | 
. (Train: 3 ae | 
No Native knew their Features, nor their Birtb, ve 
They feem’d the greafy Offspring of rhe Earth ; ee 
The Trade was {unk, the Eleetand Army fpent : 
Devouring Taxes {wallow’d lefler Rent ; 
Taxes impos’d by no Authority, | Hib 


Bold felf-creating Men did Statutes draw, 
Skill’d to eftablih Villany by Law ; 


Yet Authors here except that Faithful Band, 


And fome who bravely ftood in the defence. 
Of. baffled Juftice, and their Injur’d Prince : 
Thefe fhine to after-Times, each Sacred. Name 
Stands ftill recorded in the Books of F ame. 


$:.0.°N Gz) 


RHE Gofpel & Law Bthdig Motiarche their due; 
If rightfully crown’d and anointed ; 


On the Bench to defy, 
And in Pulpit deny, 


|The Courts are corrupted, and fo are the Schools; ia 
And Truth lies condema’d as a Culprit 5 _ 


The 


¥ a 
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The Bench is invefted by Traytors and Fools, 
And the Devil’s crept into the Pulpit. 


Then who'd in this Age go.to Law or to Church, 
Since Juftice in both is fo common an Evil ? 
Truth is made Treafon, 
By Law without Reafon ; (lurch, 
And the Clergy that left their poor Prince in the 
Will fend their poor Souls to the Deyil. 


On the Promotion of Dr. T—— to the 
See \of ‘Cary. 


’ F Hen Webat’s fan’d Son undertook the old 
W ) ( Canfe, 
Of delivering ten Tribes from Slavery to Lawss- 
Left the Job fhould be fpoil’d,or done but to halvess 
He took his Priefts from the Mob, and his God 

inlet ( from the Calves: 
But ourHero more wife,the Deliverers outvied all, 
Made a Calf the High-Prieft, and himfelf Resist 
: Idol. 
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A (Congratulatory Poem to Ks William, 
on his Return from Ireland, 2690.) 
after the Battel of the Boyne. 


I; 
Elcome; Great Monarch, to: the Throne 
| ( we gave { 
A mean Reward for thofe you came to fave; 
And yet in That)we gave you all we have. 
2 
The Gods our Offerings ne’er the more do prize, 
When Clouds of Smoke obf{cure their brighterSkies 5 
A greatful. Heart commends the Sacrifice. ot 


3. 
We'll {pare no, labour toinlarge your State, 
And do not yet our forward Pains regret, 
Tho difappointed, Kindnefs turns to-Hate. 


4 i 
You have enough your Skill in Battel fhown, 
Your Courage and your Conduct all muft own ; 


Pray let your Forefight once athomeibe known,» : 


5. 
In open Field with open Foes you’ve:met, 
Take either fide itis an equal Bet; 


But here your Enemies dance in aNet. ot FOF 


Your Valour fhone, when you your Army led, 3 
And dar’d the numerous Foe with Colours {pread ;, 


But where’s your Guard againft an Ambufcade 2° 


¥ 3 i} Hw, Oo Your 
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Your handy work does all-Mankind furprize, 
Each frefh Remembrance ftill new Praife fupplies ¢ 
Bur pray, Sir, ‘let usonceadore your-Eyes, * 
You've Enemies in private, who befet 
Your Path to,Glory, «undifcover’d, yet; 
And till you've conquer’d them,you'l ne’er be great, 


| 9. 
No End you’l find to your laborious Work, 
(tho with theJrifs you could rout'the'Twrk ) 
While Gallick Locufts in your Councils lurk: 
DD IC ee saad 
Wherefore to Foreign Diets fhou’d you go, 
To undertake a Task you can’t go thro, 
W lule thofe at-home unravel ‘all you'do? 
Il. 
Unkennel thofe-State-Foxes firlt; who fpoil 
And counterwork the Virtue of your Toil, 
And Heaven it felf fhall on your Labotr fmile. 
| 12s | 
Let proud C-—+++— your juft Vengeance find, 
And N-——-—m to his Behaviour bind ; 
"Vis unfafe marching with two'Pées behind. 
nS. | 
Teach L+—~ how to'mind his Diocefs; 
To make his Parifh-Prieftsand Curates wife, 
And not prefume ‘to give'the Queen Advice. 


Id. 

Let not the Men who would your Wants‘fupply 
With Blood and Mony, unregarded lie, BESrS 
Becaule a felf-advancing FopcryspPFie: wF.of Pa, - 

af id 15. Mia . 
Nor let your felf :be'fo impos’d'upon; 
‘To fancy thofe were Commonwealths men grown, 
Whotug’d fo hard to place’ you on the Tinos : 


¥ 
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On whofe Support the Monarchy relies, 
Who have:no other Aim before your Eyes, 


 Butthat your Greatnefs with their Wealth may 


17. ( rife. 
When thefe and fome few othér things aré done, 
Your growing Glory, like the Rifing Sun, 
Shall (bright asthat) an endlefs Circuit run. 

18. 
To certain Conquefts your {wift Arms fhall {peed, 
From thofe debarring Remora’s once freed 3 
Yon hall want nothing that you truly need, 
Our Purfes and our Veins fhall freely bleed. 


Some Paradoxes prefented for 4 New- 
Years Gilt by the Old, to the New 
Orthodox. 


O makeiit the blackeft of Geimes inthe Fatia- 

ticks to depofe C= the Firft, becaufe he 

was their Sovereign Lord the King 5 and yet to 

make it no. Fault in Church of England men’ to de- 

pofe F—- theSecond, Sonof C +— the Firft, who 
is as much their Sovereign kkord the King. ° 

2, Tokeepa Fa fill for the heinous Sin of be= 


heading the Father; and yet obferve a day of 


Thanksgiving for turning out the Son. 

3. To pretend a Reformation for former AL 
bufes in. Church and States and to be neither re- 
formed, from the Authors: of themin Politicks ‘or 
Morals, nor the Principles or Meaiures that lead 


to them. 
V 4 4.410 
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4.. To make it a Capital Offence in King f—, 
that he cmprifoned the Bifhops for refuling to rea 
h:s Proclamation;.and tothink it Ju to deprive 
the very fame Bifhops, both ex Offcia and Benefictos 
xo live upon Alms, becaufe they fcruple toiown a 
new, K—- out of the Line, and King J—— alive, 

s- fo make the. prefervation of thee Linéal Suo= 
cefiona great Reafon.for the Revolutions\-and at the 
fame time to busld the Revolution-upon the breach 
of it. 

6. -Tocomplain only of the Errors OfsMinifters 
of States and yet, only, punifh the King, that by 
our Law ds 1mpunible,, becaufe, he cannot :perfe- 
nally Err. | 

7- To affert the Crown is Eleftive, and the 

Government in the Peoples and yet plead..Preroga- 
teve to excufe giving the Royal Affent to the Pea 
ples Bills, 
8, To make this Revolution to pals. for a Refor- 
mation; and yet in jefs than four Years time to fee 
a neceflity to make farther Legal Provifion again{t 
Imprifonments, falfe Wiznelles, partial Tryals, 
corrupt Judges, and penfionary Parliaments, 

9. Lo Reverfe the jAttaindersiof Raffel, Sidney, 
&c. and yet Brow. beat aBillof Trialsysthat tight 
prevent the like hardships again. | 
1-5 To. complain of the Corruption of” Judges, 
by;the Power or PraGtice‘of the Grown, in pick- 
ing aud changing them! at pleafutes“and»aet’ the: 
fame time reject-a Billto render Judges honelt and 
bold in.their Duty. Od 

It. To violate Law itfel& rather than not o- 
verthrow Prerogative: iniKing «F22y and yet al- 
ledg Prerogative now, to excuse andiewade the Secy- 
rity of our Freedoms. %o « it a 


12. To 
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12. To pretend to free and frequent. Parlta- 
ments, according to Law, for prevention of Bribe- 
ry and Corruption, both in Choice and Seflion ; and 
yet to continue a Parliament three Yeats, againit 
feveral Statutesin force, that require a Parliament 
Cand not only a Seffion of a Parliament y {hould be 
held once every Tear, - 

13. To complain of Regulation of Corporations s 
and to prefer the Choice wpon a Regulation, ‘before 
oneupon antient Ufage. , 

14. To think it Bribery inC—— the Second’s 
Time, at leaft Corruption, to take off Sir‘ 7— 
Osbh-—, and Sir T—— L by Employments 5 
snd yet now think it none none, or endure it pa- 
tiently, in Sir Ed. S—r, ‘Sir Rob. Rich, Sir f-— 
7 -——vr, Colonel Aujten,. &c..who have fo vifibly 
changed their Sentiments fince . their Prefer- 
ment. 

15. To pay twenty two Millions for four Tears 
Wear, which is five Millions and abalf a Year; and 
yet lofe half as much more by Sea, and almoft no-body 
paid but Foreigners, and our Enemies for all that 
gaining ground daily upon us. 

16. Tobe rearing at Popery with Papijh Coufee 
derates, and againft Arbitrary Government with 
C——thenand N Wid. 

14. Tothink the French Popery fo much worfe 
than the Spanifh; and the Houfe of Bourbon more 
an Enemy to Proteftants, than the bloody Houle 
of Auffria. DT 

18. To have fo tender a fenfe of the Prote- 
{tants of France, and confederate with the cruel 

Perfecuter of thofeof “Hangary. 

* 9. To make it a Crimé in the French King to 
invade the Principality of Orange, &c. and none 
in O.P. to invade England, Scotland and ee 

j 2M a" 20. To 
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20. To hope to conquer France, more at Unity 
than our felves, three times bigger and better skill’d 
in War, witha wife King at the Head of it. 

2. Lo imagine we can out-laft France at War, 
when, befides what we lofe, we fpend yearly three 
tsmes our conftant Reyenue, and in Debt befides, and 
that that King with all his Expences comes within 
the compd/s of his common yearly Revenue more 
than two Millions, 

22. Lohope to fave England by the ways and 
methods that moft fenfibly declie and exhauft ity 
rather than by timely Accommodation, ? 


What can we fay of the Authors of fuch Paradoxes ? 


Such love the Treafon, tho the Traytor hate, 
Excule their Crimes by Deftiny and Fate, 
And make themfelves utefal Knaves of State.. 


The Penfioners, 


g Et noble Sir Pofitive lead the Van, 
Ie ‘That only all-doing unerrable Man, 
What pity it isthat his Life’s but a Span? 
| Which nobody can deny, 
Wes fain to be help’d to pet up and TIgee 
Whene’er his fair Wife hé is pleas’d to beftride, 
vet he'd rule the World was it ten times as wide, 
| Which, ec, 
Ca-—~ M--—gue too will lofe no more time, 
He'll ftrive to get Pence, and give over his Rhyme, 
With Poets no more,bur with Knaves he will.chime, 
| “a Which, ce. 


When 
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( caroufe, 
When with underling Members -he’s pleas’d to 
He modeltly tells. °em he governs the Houfe, 
Others fay that the Mountain will bring outa Monfe. 
Which, .&e. 
F——— H1—— does not in the leaft think it bafe 
To forfwear ever having, and then take a Place, 
It makes a blot in his Name, but no bluh in his Face, 
Which, &e. 
Sir Wittyfoo! ———, that frivolous Wight, 
He values fo little ‘the being in the right, 
That for Sixpence a Line a fet Speech he'll. indite ; 
Which, e. 
With Paper in hand he'll ftart up from his Seat, 
And prove Excife will beat down the Price of Neat, 
Tho he has no Preferment, he’s paid for the Feat. 
W hich, CPC, 
will have no Place, but his Son he puts in, 
The Cheat is too hallow, the Mask is too thin, 
When the Knave and the Fool are fo near akin, 
Which, e&e. 
Whate’er the King does is fuppos’ dto be well, 
Or elfe it with aughing would make theSpleen fwell, 
That a Boy’s made a Teller, that fix cannot tell, 
Which, @e. 
There’s H——s is dapper and pert without Wit, 
With a Place he fets up for a Politick Chir, 
And my Lord my Father {ays for it he’s fit ; 
Which, &e. 
That trifling Projector Squire O 
To make clear with the King was fhrewdly put to’t, 
Now his Debt is. di{charg’d, and he’as a Place to 
Which, Gc... (boot, 
Sir S—— that blufter’d more than the North Wind, 
Till the Court without Reafon became very kind. 
Is grown into a Knave from a Clown half refin’ d. 
Which, ge. The 
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The Scrivener Cuckold fo proud he is growg 
Of his Wealth and his Place,thoit was never known, 
That to fuch a Toad-ftool fuch Favour was fhewn, 
Which, &c. 
Ne’er was better Bargain than for honeft H— G— 
His own Confcience to fell other Mens to buy, 
There’s nothing well done but he’s fure to fay fy, 
Which, @c. 
Vice-Chamberlain in England he waits, 
While his Mafter abroad is expos’d to the Fates, 
He's as pert and as fimple as Malter Bates, 
Which, &c. 
(Squire, 
There’s A4— the brisk Knight, and C— the grave 
Atlaft by Preferment have got their Defire, 
All good Men muft wilh they were yet fet higher ; 
Which, ¢c, 
R— and L—- thofe two precious Beagles of State, 
Are much overpaid for their fenfelefs Prate, | 
When Knaves may be had at fo cheap a rate ; 
Which, &c. 
The one’s a plump Sot, th’other foolifhly lean, 
Tho they ask Men no-Bribe, they muft know what 
( they mean, 
Should you {cour ’em all o’er their Hands woold not 
(be clean, 
Which, Ce. 
B— and: 4—~ are hir’d to be in a heat, 
They're both fo well known,they no Man can cheat, 
Yet they’re paid by the Day, and fometimesby.the 
Grate. Which, &e. : 


(Dad; 
The two Wiachefler Geefe would be juft like their 
Could they tell how to get Wit enough to.be mad, 
inpy-d Coats thofe Bawlers by right fhould be clads 
nh “Which, ce. 
org 


Vol. Ul. State- Affairs. 333 
f.—= is honeft, and 4—_is wile, , ee 
No Man can except againft T—~d and G—, og 
They plainly show all the {ure way to rife ; a | 
Which, &c. ae 
The Men in blue Coats with their Trowfers all red, 
Tho not paid. for their fighting, tis commonly faid 
For yoting they are not fo well taught as fed 5 
if Which, &c. 
Cu S$ = {wears his Luck was not kind, 
In being fo hurry’d away by fair Wind, 
That he left his Father’s S—— behind, 
| Which, &e, | 
If then he ‘had landed upon the French Plain; a 
Tho for his own Life he was not in pain, | 
Yet the Officer kill’d, the Member had been flain, | 
| | Which, &e. | 
His Brother: C-——— he held up his Nofe, 
Fach moment his Pride and his Knavery grows, 
Yet withall that he looks like the Drawers at the 
Rofe, Which, &c. 
Tom F—— pretends to be wonderful fly, 
Yet fure without taking much Labour to pry, 
One may fee that both fober and drank he’s a Spy, i | 
Which, &c. 
The Clierry-cheek’d Hero that rules on the Main, | | 
Has juft Wit enough not to love to be flain, — 
Tho he’s plump in the Face,yet he’s lankin theBrain, 
Which, &e. g 
His foft-headed Coufins have no canfe to bemoan, 1 | 
That the chief of ‘their Tribe has not his Head on, , 
His Death got ’em Places, or elfe they'd had none ; 
| Which, @e. 
*Tis enough to throw the Government down, ee 
When “tis grown the reigning Jeft of the Town, ia 
That'the P——rs live at the Rofe and Crows, if 
; Which, e. if 
Death i | us 
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Death and the Coblér®: Or, “A Dialogue be- 
tween the Meager Dukeand Will.Greery j 
the Cordivainer of Se. Fames?s: 


Ays his Grace to Ws4.Green, whont he found at 
his Stall, | ee 
Sir, hearing you pay Scot and Lot for your Awl, 
I come herein Perfon, and humbly intreat 
You will help little Wat in the Courtier’s defeat. — 
Honeft Friend, here’s my Hand, you'll be welcome 
| at Hell, 
And fhall have all my Cuftom who pay very well. 
The Cobler ftar’d hard at his Garter and Stars. 
Quoth he, fince your Highnefs condefcendeth fo far,’ 
For I am_ not us’d to fee Dukes at my Door, 
Tho your Wife and your Daughter have call’d here 
before, ; witha 9 0 
[ promife my Vote if you'll tell me the Cafe, 
Wherein a poor Moufe could fo anger your Grace. 
You muft know I had taken fome Gold on account 
Of my Favours, or fo, as Courtiers are wont; 
And this Rogue *mong the reft did make {uch 2 
pother, | au 
In bawling for Juftice from one Houfe to t’other, 
They fairly at laft put my Friend in the Pound :.. 
That's hard ! Nay, what’s worfe, they. made.me 
refund. , 10 ane ” 
But you had it again: Not a Groat by my troth; 
Indeed nay,then your Grace has caufe to be wroth, 
But yet, an’t fhall pleafe you, I wih you prevail = 


The Vagaborids {corn your Roaft Beef and your Ale. 
But 
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But fure they remember what things have been done 

For this Nation by me, my Wife and my Son. 

You know, I fuppofe, fF marry’d the King : 

No indeed, tho your Chaplain talks much of the 
thing : 

But my Lord, fhall I tell you my Mind very plain, 

And they fay you love Truth ; you tap Alein vain, 

For the Squire will out-poll us, and peach youg” 
again. i 


SONG. 


\ Hat a De’el is the ftir we make with War, 

: To confound our Eftates for Ambition; 

With a erafty Pretence of conquering France, 
To drill out the Coin of the Nation ? 


*T were a muckle thing to exchange our King ; 
Lubberloons have got well by the Barter ; 


For th'acute valiant Prince takes the Forlorn of 


As the ftout bonny Scot took the Tartar. (France 


Deel faum mine Eyenif e’er I feen 
Sike a parcel of Loons in the Nation, 

Since the Lord of the Boyne has coft us more Coin, 
‘Fhey repent of their gude Abdication. 


For the Loons of the Kirk do now find the Work 
Were a muckle for their Purfes: 
And the War-that’s begun by the good valiant Son 
Shall be crown’d with a‘Trophy of Curfes. 
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That quarrel to fettle the Nation, 
Prepare an Addrefs for White-ball, 
And give thanks for your King’s Prefeérvation. 
Z. 
Laft Sunday to Chappel he went, 
To hear a fweet. Nightingal fing; 
it ; God knows whether Treafon,was meant, 
| But there happen’d a damnable thing, 


p I. 
|} (7 E Members of Parliament all, 


, 3- 
To the Window his Majefty came 
To fhew his defirable Face + 
When a Lord, whom I lift not to name, 
Unluckily flipt the Safh, 


ay The Portcullice came ratling down, 

aa i And threaten’d the Noddle Anointed ; 

‘ Lord! how the blue Bifhop would frown, 
To fee all. his Hopes dilappointed. 


5 
Count Land{dowa, who gravely ftood by, 
A fnuffing up Politick Powder, 
To his Sovereign’s Affiftance did fiyy 
A Pox on the Loyal Intruder, 
6. 
For had he but let him alone, _ . 
Our Protector had fafely been lock’d there, 
And in Pillory Penance had done, 
Like his Brother-Deliverer the Doctor. 


_  Bat’tis thought while he {naps at the Crown, 


- Farewel! who living didft fupport the State, i. 
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| if Re 
Such an Engine in Scotland is known, 
And thither he’s going ’tis faid : 


The Maiden may {nap off his Head. 
$. 


Never let Over -—-que boaft 
Of faving fo puny a Thing;  - 
He preferv'd but a —~— at moft: 
"Twas Landfdown deliver’d the King. — 


Te es 


Epicaphiom in Vice-Comitem a. 
Dundee. ) 


‘B Ltime Stororum, potuit, quo fofpite Sola, 
Libertas patria falva fusffe tue. 

Te moriente novos accepit Scotia Cives, 
Accepitg, novos te moriente Deos : 

Ila nequit fuspereffe tibi, tm non potes eis, 
Ergo Calidonié nomen inane vale. 

Eng; vale noftra Gentis fortifime Dutior, 
Optime Scotorum, atq, alime Grabme wale. 


Englif’d by Mr. Dryden. 


C) Laft and beft of Scots! who didft maintaia 
} Thy Cowntry’s Freedom from aForeign Reigns 
New People fill the Land now thou art gone, 
New Gods the Temples,and new Kings the Throne. 
Scotland and thou did.each in other live, 

Thou wouldft not her, nor could fhe thee furvive ; 


And couldft not fall but with thy Country’s Bate. | ia 
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a PE EN tn —— - , 
— — Sor errant 


O Raree Show! O Pretty Show ! or, 


The Cit y Feaft. 


the City 
Does fwear to be honeft and juft, as he’s witty 5 
And rides thro the Town that the Rabble may 
fhout him, 
For the wonderful Merits he carries about him ; 
Being au honefter Man, Vil be, bold for to fay, 
Than has fat in the Chair this many a day: 
Like the reft of the Fools from the Skirts of the 
‘Town, 
I trotted to gaze at his Chain and his Gown, 
With Legs in a: Kennel quite.up to themiddle 
In Dirt 5 witha Stomach as fharp.as.a Needle, 
I ftood in the Cold clinging falt to.a Stump, 
To fee the Wi/eakers march by in their Pomp : 
At laft heard a Confort of Trumpets and Drums, 
And the Mobcrying out, Here be comes, bexe be comes. 
( I ftood in, 
I was carry ’d by the Croud from the place that 
And the Devil'todo there'was all of a fudden: 
The firft that appear'd was a great Tom-a-Doodle, 
With a Cap like a Bufhel to cover his. Noddle; 
And a'Gown that hung draggling thro every 
Puddle ; . 
With a Sword anda Mace, and fuch Pageantry 
Pride, 
And abundance of formal old Foppery befide. 
A Troop of grave Elders.O then there came by, 
In their Blood-colour’d Robes, of a very deep PI 
4 


C)* a day of great Triumph, when Lord of 
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On Jennets the beft that the Town cowd afford, 
As tame all as Lambs, and as fine as my.Lord : 
With very rich Saddles, gay Bridles and Cruppers, 
Would ne’er have been made but for fuch City- 
Troopers:: 
Like Snails o’er a Cabbage they all crept along, 
Admir’d by their Wives, & huzza’d by the Throng. 
The Companies follow’d,each Man in his Station, 
Which e’ry Fool knows is not worth Obfervation. 
All cloth’d in Furs in an antient Decorum, 
Like Bears they advanc’d with their Bagpipes be- 
fore “em ; 
With Streamers and Drums, and abundance of 
fooling, 
Not worth the repeating, or yet ridiculing. 
So Pll bid adieu to the Tun-belly’d Sinners, (ners. 
And leave ’em totrudg throthe Dirt to their Din- 
_ Atlaft 1 confider’d *twas very foul Play, 
That a Poet fhould faft on a Feftival Day: 
I therefore refolv’d it fhould coft me a Fall, 
But that I would drink my Lord’s Health at a Hall. 
For why may nt a Poet, thought J, be a Gueft, 
As welcome as Parfon, or Fool at a Feaft, ¢ 
For the {port of a Tale, or the fake of a Jeft ? 
{ mix’d with the Mufick, and no. one withftood me, 
And fo juftled forward as clever as could be : 
] pafs’d to a very fine Room thro a Porch ; 
"Twas as wide as a Barn, and as high as a Church, 
Where Cloths upon Shovel-board Tables were 
{pread, 
And all things in order for Dinner were laid ; 
The Napkins were folded on'ev’ry Plate, 
Into Caftles and Boats, and the Devil knows what: 
Their Flaggons and Bowls made a very fine fhow, 
And Sweetmeats, like Cuckolds, ftood all in a 
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They walk’d,; and; they talk’d; after fome Con 
€ fultatio: 
The Beadle ftood. up, and he made Proclamation, 
That no one prefume, of a Member, till after 
He’as din’d, to bring in his Wife or his Daughter. 
Then in come the Pafties, the beft of .all Food, 
With Pig,Goofe,and Capon,and all that was good. 
Then Grace foon was faid, without any delay, 
And.as hungry as Hawks they fat down to their 
(Prey 
The Mafick ftrack UP; fuch a Boree advancing, 
As the Polanders pip’d, when their Cubs were a 
€ dancing. 
Thea each tuck’d his Napkin up under his Chin, 
bat his Holyday Band might be kept very clean, 
And pinn‘d up his Sleeves to his Elbows, becaufe 
They fhould not hang down, and be greas’d i in the © 
( Sauce. 
Then all, went to work, with fuch rending and 
tearing, 
Like.a Kennel of Houndson.a quarter of Garr’on: 
When done with the Flefh,then they claw’d off the 
Fifhy 
With one Hand at Mouth, and the other in Dith. 
When their Stomachs were clos d, what their Bel- 
lies d deny dy 
rae clap’d in his Poeket.to give to his Bride ; 
With.a Cheefe-cake and Cuftard.for my-little 
Sohn, 
And a handful of Sweetmeats for poor Daughter 
Nanny. 
Then down came a Blade, with a Rattle tn’s: 
Skull, 
To tickle their Ears when their Bellies were full ; 
After three or four Hems to clear up his Voice, 


Atevery Table he made them a Nolfe of 
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Of twenty four Fidlers were all in a Row ; 
' Tho the Singer meant Cuckolds, I’d have ‘em to 


. Know: 
Then Londow’s a gallant Town, and a fine City; 
Tis govern d by Scarlet, the more is the pity. ° 
When Claret and Sack had troul’d freely about, 


_ And each Man was laden within and without): 
The Elders arifing, all ftageer’d away, | 
And in fleeping like Hogs {pent the reft of theDay. 


SR 


~ Anfiwer toa Poem intituled, A Panegyrick, 


written in the Year 1.693, and printed in 
~the fecond Volume of State Poems, 
Pag. 404. 


The Canfe ? ’Tis Virtue juftify’d by Fate. 


- For Thee the Parents and their Children fing 3 


Without Defert thou art no Favourite King. 


_ For Thee the Patriot will maintain the Laws, 


For Thee juft Judges will decide the Caufe. 
Prelates thow{t made cannot the Church betray .; 
Thy Soldiers fight for Principle, not Pay. 

By Thee the Freeman's fixt in his Freehold, 


_ Mifers may fpend, or elfe increafe their Gold, 


By Thee the Merchant multiplies his Store, 


_ By Thee the Tradefman is content, not poor. 
| For Thee the’Sénate ufelefs Laws fufpends, 


And good Ones makes for thine & England's Ends, 
The chief Defign of all their well-weigh"d Votes, ° 
Is to invent new Ways, new Means, to damn new 


(Plots. 


23 . “Thine 
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Thine and thy People’s Credit join’d, mult pafs ; 

But that; and Mony, not without thy Face. 

Slav’ry and Oppreffion thou maintain’ft no more, 

Than Wealth and Libetty the Kings before. 

For thee ’gainft Tyranny they all declare, 

And only for old England like the War. 

Why fhould this Wonder then fo wondrous feem. 

When all that’s good and kind thowIt do forthem 2 
Rebels and Witches ne’er fign’d Wiliam’s Rolls: 

Thofe that oppofe hisReign,muft damn their Souls. 


— SO SRS AE A Sey AR 


Upon a Medal, whereon two Names 
were interwoven, 


bi es myftick Knot unites two Royal. Names, 
4S. Victorious Lewis, and long-fuffering James ; 
Pious and ftout Affertors of the Crofs, 

Whether it be by Conqueft, orby Lofs : 

Vheir Glory’s equal, different their, Fate; 
Laurels on one, Palms for the other. wait., 


hl sn eam an 


P.of O's Atchievements in Flanders, 
in the Years 91. and 92. 


THE Author fure muft take great pains, 
_ Who pretends to write his Story:s 

In which of thefe two laft Campaigns » 
He’as acquir’d greatefh Glory : 

For while that he march’d on.to fight, 

_Like Hero, nothing fearing, 
Namur was taken in his fight, 
» And Mons within his: hearing. 
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EUCHARISTICON: 


Oran Herowk ‘Poem upon the lite Thankf- 
3 siving-day, which was the Vigil or 
Falt of St. Simon and St, Jude. 


> Was on the Evening of that Day; 
| That very memorable Day, | 

The Twenty Seventh of Uéober, 4 
When none but Facobites were fober, Ll 

That. we beheld the Bleffed fight | 
_ OF glorious Euchariftick Light. 

But that the: Morn we may not wrong, 

Which ufher’d ‘in the Evening Song ; 

Nor th’ Infant Day which grew fo great, 

After it was regenerate 

And re-baptiz’d by Proclamation, 

And call’d Thank/giving-day oth? Nation, 

We fhall relate all’ that was done 

In open Face of Moon and Sun. i 

But, firft, "tis fit that we rehearfe, ae | 

In bold, but grave, Heroick Verfe, 

Why a Thanksgiving-day was chofe, 

What were the Reafons, what the Caufe ; 

And why it was refolv’d, *at laff, 

They’d not proclaim this Day a Faft. 

Firft, To the:Firft we fhould begin, ~ 4g 

And the Ss#pports bring after in: 2 

But fince Supporting’s out of falhion, - | 

By the Wife, Warlike, Belgick Nation; iz 


Z 4 The i | ¢ 
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The Rear fhal] take the Advance Pofk, 
And fhew you. how. the Fa/t_was loft. 


In Council, gravevour, Senators were met 
About gt important Bufinefs of the State; 
Bus? nefs fo, weighty, thatall Exrope ftood, 
Hoping f ‘rom hence the Sttéany of all their Goad ; 
Great Things were mov’d, and mighty Kingdoms 
( flew, 
Like fporting Bubbles, round the God-like Crew : 
They pnft thofe Cares away ; but fell, at laft, 
Lpon the Bus’nels of the Adonthly Faft : 
The great Debate was. this, Whether, twas fit 
T hey fhould for longer Time continue it ? 
Or elfe Adjourn; or eife Prorogue.the Day; 
Or throw their Pray’rs and Faftings quite away ¢ 
To this hard knotty Queftion, it was;faid, 
By a molt Grave and Venerable Head, 
That the Defcent was balk’d,.and Namurwon, 
And the Campaign. in alkappearancedone 5 
That Heaven could not be now.befieg’d in Form, 
And twas too late oth’ Year to take’e.-by Storm 
It would be fruitiefs too, and feryve theirturns, 
No more than Dixyimid doesy, or little Furnes: 
But (in his Judgment ) if they "dcaft their Pray’r 
To Winter-Quarters, till the Spring:o’ch” Year; 
They might have.need. with all their Strength to 
And then n proclaim a Weekly Fafting Days (prays 
There waso anfwering to fo plain, a Cafe, 
But Cwith low Bows).the Motion.all embrace. 
Straight they gave Orders that a Proclamation 
Shoul d ftri@tly charge this Prayiag, Fafting Nation, 
Phat it no more fhould troubleddeaven?s Quiet, 
W ‘ith Pray’rs, or Guts.croaking.for want of Diet, 
So 


>) 
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So mach Devotion in this Age we find; 2 We | 
That were st not.by. publick Laws confin'd, ‘bi 
Our Publick Pray'rs and Fafts would ftrike us blina, 9 ae 
But fee how vain all Mortal Councils are, ie 
We dream of Peace, but feelth? Effects of War, wad 
For {carce were thefe great Orders fully given,» + ve 
Scarce the black, Sheetdy’d with the Stygian Levens ae 
When Charleroy cry’d out, O belp, fhe cry’d! 
The Frezch are. plying hard my leaky fide; 
Is this a time to give your Praying oer, | eM 
When weare weltring in Confed’rate gore ? | “i 
When whizzing'Bullets, and the roaring Bomb, 
Gall us from Stem to Stern, can you be dumb? 
What have your Arms,what hath your Mony done? al 
Your Pray'rs are allthat.we depend upon. Wd 
: (Tale; | 
She {pake ; and the amazed Council heard her 
They hung their Heads, and look’d with Envy 
pale : 
Ah curled French, they cry'd, cannot.one Town 
Efcape your Jafting Fury ? What Renown 
Can you obtain, what Honour'get you by t? 
Tis. wellour Mighty Monarch’s oat of fight; 
Had hebeen nigh! But’cis no time to talk, 
Poft to the Printer, tell him we revoke & 
Our late delib’rate Orders 5 we will Faf we | 
While Gallick: Bullets fly, and Pray as fal, 
But teas too late, for hafty Time had fet 
Fis [ron Teeth upon the fatal Sheet 
But Fame (as. Goddefles have done-before ) 
Came inthenick, andibroughta Story over, 
That our moftvigilant King was gone to fight, + | 
And vow'd t’fhould not be loft, out of his fight: @ 
This News reftor’d us, and with fwifter {peed if 
Freth Pofts were fent, to tell there was no need a | 


To 
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To ftop the Prefs. But, O ye Gods! bow fhore 

Are mortal Foys, how are we made your fport ! 

Like Tennws- Balls youtofs us to and fro J 

Or Shittlecocks, driven from Foe to\Foe. 

Scarce was this Poft difpatch’d, when an Alarm 

Put al) the Council in a new Vacarme 5 

For it was faid, our Conq’ror was retir’d, 

And the unlucky Town again was fir’d: 

Faft, Faff,the Council cry’d, let’s Pray amain, 

“ly to the Prefs, and bid it ftop again, 

So on the top of Horeb Mofes -fioed, 

Out of whofe flinty fide he lafh’d a Flood ; 

Aaron and Hur with him beheld the fiche, 

Between brave Jothua and th’ Amalekite : 

When he held up hw Finger, they prevail ; 

But when he let it down, the Jews turn tail. 

Daring this time, Pofts hurry’d thro the Town. 

And'in theif courfe fel?d one another down ; 

Flux, and reflux, of differing Councils dafh’d, 

And, in rebounding Air, their Orders elath’d. 

So rofe the Atoms from their Bed of Night, 

And in confufion choak?d the new: born, Light. 

What Heart could hold to fee the fad Diftractions. 

Which had well-nigh o’er-whelm’d. three potent 
( Nations ? 

The French themfelves took pity of our Fear, 

Andsyow’d they'd fpare the Town.till the next 

( Year. 

But now proclaimaCalm ; for once more Fame 

Poft ona Gale of bluft’ring Weather came; 

And ’midft this burly burly, loudly fings 

A Relt tous, and to the beft of ‘Kings, 

In fhort, the King (.witlvall his Victories ) 

Had fafely paft the dangerous JVorthers Seas, 


What 
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What*wou'd y Have more ? We've got our King te 


at laft, 
And all muft grant t tis now no time to faft. 


Sing then my Mufe a a Halleluj2 Song, ed 
Raife up thy Lute, which was to fajfing ftrung . ie 
~Thankfgiving is thy Theme, and lofty Oae, 
And Eucharifticon th \y charming Mode, 
Great inthe Field, and fubr lei in Debate, : 
The King conven’d his Minifters of State; | 
Flanders was not nam’d there, nor the e Defcent, 
Whether it was, or was not truly meant : 
Nor did they fpeak of the great Siege of Dunkirk, 
Nor of their Victory obtain’d at Steinkerk F 
But not to fpend our Oil and Time, in dwelling | 
On Negatives, as | was now a telling ; 
We do afirm, in fhorc, that the fole Caufe 
Of this Auguft and Grave Aflembly, was 
How to refolve on this Tbanksgiving- Day - 
For fome ftill thonght we had more Caufeto pray. 
Thefe urg’d befides, the Saints might thinkit rude 
To make a Feaft upon the Fatt of 5 Sude. 
But the Arch- Haman, whofe nave they took 
In all fuch Matters, firft his Noddle fhook ; 
Then cry’d, — Great Sir, Saints neither cat nor : 
( drink, " 
Nor do they care, or know what Mortals think; 
To faft before, orelfe-behind a Saint, 
Or not at all, we for Convenience grant : 
But at the worft, when three Fafts come together, 
We may poft-pone, or elfe commute at pleafure. 
Our Gracious Queen (God blefs her) when fhe gl 
(fpy’d i. 
How well this Man of’ God could'thus divide a 
Diftinguifh, prove, lay open, and decide : is 


Well 
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Well {poke, the faid, my Vote concurs with yours 
Let fick Men faft for Four and twenty Hours, 
Becaufe they cannot eat: What’s that tothofe 
Whofe Health and Strength require a treble Dofe ? - 
Befides, the King’s return’d, let chat fuffice 

“or you, and Os, to dry Our Royal Eyes ; 

His mighty Self, all o’er with Trophies grac’t, 
As fometime Men wore Ribbands round the Wafte 
Or like an Orange {tuck with Cloves, {6 thick 
Between the Spice, a Pin can hardly ftick : 

‘Tis He’s return’d again, and wvith him broughe 
Bleflings in ftore, for vvhich he ftoutly fousht. 
But that’s your Care, I have another Canfe, 
And am oblig’d to feaft by Nature’s Laws: 

Born for Delight, to eat, drink, fleepand play ; ( 
I cannot force my felf to faftor pray, a 
I wifh that every, one were aThanksgiving-day, "> 


°F 


~ 
s 


- 
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All bow'd around, and with fubmiflive Voice 
Agreed we had great Reafon to rejoice : 
But a Debate arofe, where they fhould fix 
The main’ great Canfe ; for to be too prolix 
In Proclamations, *twould anticipare (wait. 
Thofé Rhimes and Pamphlets which on Conqueft 
Some then propos’d to put the refs o’ch’ Matter 
On his Return : But chofe who could not flatter 
Own'd. ‘twas a Caufe ; but allthey ftood upon 
Was, that “twas sot a Caufe fine gua non : 
For had be ne’er return’d, no Man will fay 
There was wo Caufe for a Thankfgiving. day. 
Kings may be lof, but Kings can never die 5 
For itill tucceflive Kings their place-fupply ; 
But if a .Battel’sloft, or Town be ta’en, 
The Devil's in:t, how fhall vve take’c'again? 
High Words had like t’arofe; but she vvife King, 
Who wvas belt able to decide the thing, a 

; hus 
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Thus {pake—My Lords, faid he, I vvould believe | 
(How eer you differ now) you all receive ie | 
My Perfon as a Blefling to the Nation ; : FF 
’T was | brought Richesin with Reformation ; A 
*Twas lt reftor’d youto your Leberties ; Wal. 
Twas I fecur’d your Lives and Properties tH 
> Twas i kept out the. Foreigners you fear’d, | 
Since that you little French or Jrifh heard : 
>Twas I made /reland happy, entred France, 
Where Schonberg, by my.Order, did advance : i 
The Proteftant Religson; vow'd, in Print, 
That ne’er.a Adonk, or Papift fhould live in’t. 
*Twas-Iturn’d Popery out from hence, and fent i 
The Englifh-Scottifh Kirk to banifhment. | 
?T was] turn’d S—-— out, and put one ia | 
Who vwvill difpenfe, as faft as youcan fin; 
Who vyill not tie you upto the ftrict Rules 
Of Oaths, or Orders, Snares for {queamifh Fools : 
Unbleft, and unbaptiz’d, this Church’s Son 
Hath all his Mother’s Children half undone. 
My Country- men | brought, without pretenfion 
(To ferve you here) of either Payor, Pension. 
> Twas! that cali’d, and kept your Parliament 
So pure and free, there’snot one Member in’t 
(God is my Witnefs if. I tell you a Lie) 
That.e’er took Bribe, Penfion, or Salary. 
> Twas I that all your Grievances redreft, 
And did my felf of my own Rights diveft. 
Twas I convoy'd, and then.éncreas’a your Trade: 
None but my felf did e’er your Rights invade, 
> Twas 1———But ‘tistoo much, I will not boat 
What { have done for you, to your own coft. sf 
Let it fuffice, I'll not put fuch a ftrefS a | 
On my own Merits, as toclog the Prefs. | 
But fince | find, fome of you feem to grutch, i 
And think the Caufe of my Returns too much 3 Vd 
What | 
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What think you of my Victory’ at Sea? 

Make that the Caufe of your Than k/piving: day. 
For my part, I’m indifferent, chufe oe whether 5 
Or if you pleafe, we'll twit them both together ; 
There wi i “enon be left texpatiate, 

For all muft grant that this Campaign was great. 
>Twas not in 1 bugger mugger what | ve done, 
Since all the World knows ’twas in th? open Sun. 


All with deep Admiration were ftruck dumb, 
The King admir’d too what at laft would come. 
At length, after they’d gaz’d and gap’d a while, 

A Lord ftood up, and with a Courtier’s Smile, 
Great Sir, faid he, “tis now well underftood, 
Whate’er your Adtions ares your Afemory’s good : 
We now perceive how great’s the Objigation, 
Which juttly’s owing to you by the Nation. 
We're loth to break with you upon that fcore, 
And to our broken Merchants add fill more. 

But if you'll truft us ftill (for all that’s paft) 
We may perhaps be even with you at laft. 

In the mean while, 

We wil] proclaim a Feaftin your own way, 
And to fo joyful a Thank{giving-day 

Whole Tuns of Greafe and Kitchen-ftujf we'll pay. 
’Twas faid, and it was done, and itrait each Lord 
Made his low Exse from the Council-board. 


wy 


Now good A4/s Afufe once more bring in your 
Aid, 
And thew your felf a well-bred civil Maid’; 
For I’m oblig’d to {queeze more Reafons out, 
How this damn’d Proclamation came about. 
Imprimss then, (for Method muft be chofe 
Whether we write in Verfe, or write in Profe ) 


We'll 
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We'll take thefe Matters fairly as they lie, ey 
Not all at once, but each fucceflively : i | 
Firft then, Cif [may fay’ without offence) : FF 
>Twere firto thank the King for gormg hence 5 i 
For had he ftay’d, God knows what had been done, Wake 
Namur it {elf perhaps had not been won : (i 
But more of that hereafter. Next let’s. tell | 
The fad Difafters which the French befel 

At Sea, I mean, for “tis well known at Land | 
They had both Wind and Weather at Command: ae 
Their Fleet came ftrugling gainft the Eafern W ind, 
And full fix Weeks they tack'd about, to find 
Our Navy out, which not a hundred were, a 
And they full four and forty Men of War. 
With Infolence upon our Line they bore, | 
And whole Broad-fides with wondrous Fury pour: 
The Fight was fharp, and Fortune doubtful ftood 
To which fhe’d give the Empire of the Flood 5 
When mighty Adars defcended in a AG, 

And the fierce equal Combatants difmift ; 

We neither took nor loft a Ship of ours ; 

Nor were we conquered, or Conquerors. 

But Neptune, who of late a Newter ftood 
Between the Briti/: and the Adogan Blood, 
Finding both running in our King, cry’d ont, 
Return you Vide, and bring the French about: we 
Since England and my Dutch are joyn’d, what Foe 
Shall dare t?attack them, and unpunith’d go ? 

VU beat the French my felf, and for their fake ‘ 


| 
| 


So ftrong a Tide in Alderney Ii) make 
Their Cables all fhall drag, and Anchors break. 
*Twas faid,and it was done; and the poor French 
Fir’d fixteen Ships his dreadful Ire to quench. 
Thanks to the King chen for 14% Vsitory won ; 
For if this will! not pafs) PGad Ive done, 
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Item, the Siege of Namur next comes on; 

At lalt ‘twas weak, at firft damnably ftrong ¢ 
So Mons at firft was held impregnable ; 5 

But when ’twastaen, Faith *cwas frarce tenable. 
But howfoe’er it was, the King was there, 

And ne’er exprefs’d a fingle mark of Fear : 

He heard the Cannons roar, faw the Bombs fly ; 

And that’s a Demonftration he was nigh. 

’Pis true the Town was loft ; who can help that? 
The French {tood in his way ; fo’twa’nt his fault. 
The King of France our Monarch came to meet, 
And in the Trenches kifs his conq’ring Feet : 

But our good King thought fitter to forbear, 

And, out of Modefty, would not come there : 

But Thanks are due, that he was pleas’d to own, 

And then depofe to th’ taking of the Town. 

For our Gazets fuch f{trange Relations bring, '§ 

A hundred thoufand Men might doubt the thing 

Without the Arreftation of a King. S 

ltem——— 

Two hundred thoufand Pounds to Savoy fent, 

1 will be {worn that Mony was well {pent : 

For with this Aid, Thar Duke (like that Great 
Man, 

The King of France) with forty thonfand Men 

Went down the Hill, and fo came up agen. 

Tis true Duke 8 — berg then declar’d in Prine, 

That to recover our Rights he there was fent ; 

And promisd if he took all Dasphiny, 

He firmly would eftablifh Popery: 

Thanks t’him for that, or we had never known 

Who fought for Jat’re#; who Religion. 

Next, Our Defcent at Sea appears, which ran 

(So much “twas nois’d ) from hence to J/paban: 

Four hundred thoufand Pounds (fo great a Sum 

Into a meafur'd Verfe ’ewill hardly come ) a 

¥ CE 
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Yet this, and more, and much in Debt was fpent 


To furnifh out this well-contriv’d Defcent. 
Lows, they fay, was almoft dead with Fear; 


And ’caufe he thought Merfasls might be too nears 


He foori retir’d tilt further from, the Foe, 
And went to bunt and dance at Fontainblean : 
Some fay he did mor fear ; but. if *twere true, 
| Pm fure our Thanks at leaft for that are due: 


Next bloody Steinkirk comes full in our way, 

Pox’ on’t, we fought upon the Sabbath-day ; 

And that’s been ever held a Prophanation 

By our True Proteftant Reformed Nation : 

That’s the true Reafon why we bore the brunt; 

We fee the Godly Dutch would ne'er have don’t: | 

They food their ground and pray’d whilft we Fool¢ 
> fought ; 


| But we, forfooth, were better fed than taught: 

| The French retir’d, and ran away to Ma/s , 

_ Our Lyons Paw was headed by an fs. 

_ Well, we were flog’d and. pepper’d too, tis true # 


But yet to give the Devs and Dutch their due; 

Had not they brought ss of, we might have lain 
Till we’ad been wafh’d away with Winter’s Rain. 
This then deferves a long Thank{giving-day; 

For tho we loft our 44en, we fav'd their Pay. 
And now our hand is in, let’s notforget | 

To thank Count S-=mes, That we were foundly Veat : 
Go on, brave Men, cry’d he, Conguer or Die, 
The Truth fhall not be wrong’d whilft I ffand by ¥ 
And ftand he did, as firm as any Pof, 

Till he faw all his bated Englifh loft. 

Ah, Country-men, had I but time to prove 


How well the Dutch our poor three Kingdonis lovey 


There’s not a Man but would forfake his Farms, 
And our dear Datch embrace with open Arms. 


& a Noy 
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Now little Furnes, thou thalt be called great, 
And: future Ages thall thy Fame repeat : 
We little thought that our high:flown Defcent 
( And now the Riddle’s out) for thee was meant : 
Some Politicians laid *twould land at Bolen: 
Others as wifely judg’d *twould {ail to Colen : 
Some were for Breft, St. Aalo’s, of the Havre, 
And laid great odds the French would never fave 
hers 
Some for La Hogue, but others with lefs Malice, 
Only pretended to recover Calais? 
Some were for Bilboa, but none thought of Thee ; 
This was Defign, this was Sheer-Poficy > 
The reft was given out for a pretence, 
Firft to furprize, and then to ab the French, 
And who in War or Poetry would rife, 
Take it from me, muft do it by furprize. 
Thrice little Furnes, and great Dixmuid thy Brother, 
For whom ten thonfand Men made fuch a pother : 
You are the 7 wins which ovr Defcent brought forth, 
The World muft grant it was a mighty Birth: 
Dunksrd and Ghent were Goflips, and fome think 
The firft may dearly pay the Groaning- Drink. 
Vien Thanks, Great Monarch, for whate’er they 
coft, 
Thefe Forts declare our Mony was not loft. 
Laftly, and chiefly, Cfor *tis’ fit at laft 
The biggeft Plumb fhould keep our Mouth in Tafte) 
What Thanks are due for the Kings Prefervation 
From the Granvalian Affaflination ? 
It was a ftrange Efcape as e’er was heard ; 
And yet "twas {trange the King too fhould be 
{car’d 
With one Gun, who fo many Guns had heard. 
Nor would we fail to thank that happy Spirit, 
Whofe Vigilance did fuch Encominms metit 5 ik 
U 
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But that he fook’d fo ftern, one {carte could tel] 
Whether he came from Heaven or from Hell. 

If from the /aff, we onght to thank the Devil, 
That to our Monarch was fo wondrous civil. 
Thank:Grandvall’s Powder, which miftook its Ait, 
And made it felf inviftble, not bim. 

Thank Parker that he left St. Germayn’s Court 
Three days before the cautious Wstne/s fwore’t : 
Thanks to the King too, that he took fuch care 
T’efcape thefe private Dangers of the War. 
Poor Gentleman, he was mueh pity’d here 3 
And thefe Efcapes have coft us many a Tear, 
Heaven fend him better luck for the next Year, J. 
But hold my Mufe, for fhould our Thanks run Ons.2. 
They vvould amaze the all-beholding Sun, / 
And ftrike a blufh upon the pale-fac’d Moon $ § 
Then modeftly take up, and loudly tell 

How we fet forth our Joys by Cand? and Bel. 


way ’ 


Scarce did the Polifh Northern Star appear, 
Which fome great Authors call the /e/fer Bear : 
Scarce had the'Cock crow’n once or twice at moft, 
And Poebw within ken o’thEaftern Coaft : 
Orin plain Englifh, {carce had the Clock ftruck fourg 
‘Tis no great matter whether lefs or more, 
When a litigiousjangling ill-bred found, 
‘Through ail our Hills and Valleys did rebound ; 
°T was thought the Devil’s Arfé oth’ Peak. had got 
Some rumbling Wind or Collick in bis Gur, 
And by fucceflive Raptures did foretel 
Downful of Church, as by the found of Bell, 
Some thought the Body-Politick in a Fit, 

And the Scnl-Bell knelling its laft Exit. 
"T'was not ill gueft, for Cosrch and State may find 
There are ftrange founds in your Rebehions Wind 5 
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And ’tmight be prov’d. by eafie AZctaphor, 
Wind may be faid to ring, and Bells to roar: 
Others fcarce well awake, judged it the, Groan 
Of drowfie Sackbut, or the Bag. pipes Drone: 
Some {wore ( whola tely had ta’ema larger Sup ) 
The Gi alles klinkd round the Indented Cup. 
In fhort, the TP HELSFRE.S Gity- Chorsfters, 
Which thus untimely Ing’d_us by the Ears; 
The Bells f mean that early thus were finging 
Their Lends and , Mattins; which fome Men call 
ringing. 
( Sun 
Thus paf'd the chirping AZorn. . Now when the 
Was driving up to our Meridian, 
Some went to Church tohear the New Pray'rs read; 
Others, who lik’d the Old, lay clofe in Bed. 
Some fhut their Shops, which was a filent Token, 
That if thofe Days-came oft, they’d. all be broken? 
The Cannons from the Tower broke through the 
Wind, 
And roar’d their Thanks, that shey were lefe behind. 
Lambeth return’d the Complement, and fir’d 
Volleys of Blefings as they'd been infpird, 
High Pr———~,_ of Mars, {prung from Sgrmaria’s 
Race, 
Thon fill doft love adore m the High Place : 
Thou thunder’/? out thy Gofpe! in our Ears, 
And thofe loud. Organs tun’d thy ae sw-made Pray’rs : 
Chow slik a fir of Canterbary’s Race, 
7 Phat with Wafe diviaed Lambeth’s Grace, 
Mars and Bellona ne’er before had met, 
Roaring and finging on the High-Prieft’s Seat. 
Thou Man of Faith, could we believe like you, 
Who would not turn a Circumeifed Few? 


A 


Laftly, 


Vol. Wil,  —State-Affairs. 357 
Laftly; for now my Mufe is almof weary, 

And too much Labour makes a Mare mifcarry : 

I fhould fay fomething of the bleffed-Night, 

How ’twas fet forth with -drtificsal Light ; 

*T was mothy at.the beft, not of a piece, 

Some back, fome waite, cheguer'd like Fox and 

Geefe. ~ 

The Lights were not of Virgin-Wax, ’tis true, 

For Hybla’s Bee works not forfuch.a Crem,; 

Nor of your precious Aromatick Gums, 

Nor your /weet Oil which from Oneglia comes. 

In fhort, they were of greafy Kstchen-ftuff, 

Molt proper for th’Occafion , that’s enough. 

May thofe who love them fee no better Light; 

For my part I have done, and fo good Nighr. 


RS SEE ST LITT I EE RET TE ST SE SESE Lm 


Gn. the Death of .the Late Queen. 


Poema eft Pictura Loquens, 


2 i our divided Srate 
flung in the Ballance of a doubtful Fate, 
When one bright Nymph the gath’ring Clouds dif- 
And all the Griefs of Albion heal’d, » (psl'd, 
Her the united Land obey’d, 
No more to Jealoufy enclin’d, 
Nor fearing Power with fo much Vertue joyn'd. 


_. She knew her Task, and nicely underftood 


To what Intention Kings are made, 
Not for their own, but for their Peoples good ; 
°*Twas that prevailing Argument alone 
Determind Her to fili the vacant Throne: 
Aa 3 A 
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And yet with fadnefs.She beheld 
A Crown devolving on her Head, 
By the Exceffes of a Prince mifled ; 
When by her Royal Birth compel’d, 
To what her God, and what her Country claim’d, 
Tho by a fervile Faction blam’d, 
How graceful were the Tears fhe fhed ? 


we 

When waiting only for a Wind, 
Againft our Ifle the Power of France was arm’d ; 
Her ruling Arts in their true Luftre fhin’d. 
The Winds themfelves were by her Influence 

( charm’d 4 

?T was ber Authority and Care fupply’d 
The Safety, which our want of Troops deny’d. 

Secure and undifturb’d the Scene __ 
Of Albion {eem’d, and like her Eyes ferene ; 
Vain was the Invader’s Force, Revengeand Pride; 
Maria reign’d, and Heav’n wason our Side : 

The Sceprer by Her felf unfought, 
Gave double proofs of her Heroick Mind, 
With Skill She fway’d it, and with Eafe refign'd. 
Sothe Dictator from Retirement brought, 
Repel’d the Danger that did Rome alarm, 
And then return’d contented to his Farm. 


if 
Fatal to the Fair and Young, 
Accurs’d Difeafe 1 how Jong - 
Have wretched Mothers mourn‘d. thy Rage, 
Robb’d of the Hope and Comfort of their. Age ! 
From the unhappy Lovers fide, 
How often haft thou torn the blooming, Bride ! 
Now like a Tyrant, rifing by. degrees 
To worfe Extreams, and blacker Villanies ; 
i ' Prattis'd 
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Practis’d in Ruin for fome Ages paft, me | 
Thou haft brought forth a general one at lait. oe 
Common Difatters Sorrow raife 
But Heav’n feverer Frowns amaze. 
The Queen, a Word, 2 Sound, 
Of Nations once the Hope and firm Support, 
Wealth of the Needy, Guard of the Opprett, 
The Joy of. all, the Wifeft and the:Beit : 
A Name which Echo did rebound 
With loud Applaufe from neighb’ring Shores ; 
Their Admiration,. the Delight of ours, 
Becomes unutterable now. i 
The Crowds in that dejefted Court, 1 ae 
Where languifhing .AZavia lay, | -f 
Want pow’r to ask the News they come to know: io 
Silent their drooping Headsthey bow, 
Silence it felf proclaims th’ approaching Woes 
Even Maria’s lateft Care, 
Whom Winter’s Seafons non-contending Fove, 
Nor watchful Fleets could from his glorious Pur- 
¢ nels move, 
Intrepid in the Storms of War, andin the midft 
Cof flying Deaths fedate, 
Now trembles, now he finks beneath the mighty :. 
( Weight, ie | 
The Hero to the Man gives way, 
Unhappy Iile for half an Age a Prey, 
To fierce Diflenfion, or defpotick Sway 5 
Redeem'd from Anarchy to be undone 
By the miftaken Meafures of the Throne. 
Thy Monarch’s meditating dark Defigns, 
Or boldly throwing off the Mask, 
Fond of the Power, unequal to the Task : 
Thy felf without remaining Signs, 
Of antient Vertue fo depravd, 
As evn to with to be enflavd; 
Aa 4 
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What more than Human Aid could raife Thee from 
(a State fo low, 
Protect Thee from thy felf, thy greatelt Foe ? 
Something Czleftial {ure, a Heroine 
Of matchlefs Form and a Majeftick Meen; 
Awful, refpected, fear’d, but more belov’d 5 
More than her Laws, her great Example mov’d 
The Bounds, that in her Godlike Mind 
Were to her Paflions fet, feverely fhin’d. 
But that of Doing Good was unconfin’d : 
So juft, that Abfolute Command, 
Deftructive in another Hand, 
fn Hers had chang’d its Nature, had been ufeful 


© 


On had fhe Jonger ftaid, (made ; 
| Lefs fwiftly to her Native Heav’n retired ! 
| kor her the Harps of Albion had been ftrung 
All The tuneful Nine could never have afpir’d 


Yo a more lofty and immortal Song. 


On the Death of the Queen. 


ea : B ie Regina fubst conffants pettore mortent, 
il AF  Opprimit Innocnus te, Gulielme, Pudor : 
Famina Virque Animos fi commutalfe videntur, 


Cor babet hic tenera Conjugu, illa Viri. 
In Enoli 
It Englifh, 
€ Pes Queen deceas'd fo ‘pleas’d's the King fo 
rh | _ Siev’d, 
i As if the Hero dy’d, the Woman liv’d : 


Alas! 
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Alas! weerr’d ith’ choice of our Commanders, ye | 
He fhould have knotted,and She goneto Flanders. ae | 


The Weafel uncasd, “or the In and Outfide 
of a Prieft drawn to the Life. 


Proteftant Prieft, a Man of: great Fame, 
, Tobe Rich and Great was his only Aim, 
It was Dr. Weafel, the very fame, 
Which no body can deny, 
This Weafel at firft to get him fome Grub, My 
A little {mall Girl, and alittle good Bub, H 
Diogenes like, he preach’d in a Tub, 


Which, &c. 
Yet in thofe Days he was very Fickle, 
And tho he was Head of a great Conventicle, 
Yet he hada month’s mind:tobe higher a little, 
| + Which, &e: 
And finding Ambition to grow. with his Pride, | 
And if he’d be Great he muft change his Side, iG 
He left all his Flock, and his firft Faith deny’d, ie 
i Which, &é; oe 
By which they perceiv’d his Heart was grown Evil, 
They put forth a Book, which he thought uncivil, 
The litle was, Weafel’s Difpuce with the Devil, 
Which, &c. 
In which Learned Piece they there did difcover, 
That, like unto Fudas, he was a falfe Brother, 
And of a full Bag heis:a great Lover, . 
| ‘Which, &¢ 


To 
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Towhich bloody Charge he anfwer'd in Seafon, 
And why he left them, told ’em his Reafon, 
And prov’dall their Tenets did border on Treafon, 
Which, &c. 
And then, like a Hero, hedid lay about, (out, 
And {wore he would preach all their Tub-buttoms 
And-.prove them to be a Phanatical Rout, 
Which, &e. 
And truly he was as good as his Word, 
And writa fine Book, thobythem abhor’d, 
The Cafe of Refistance, which ftands on Record, 
Which, &e: 
In that Loyal Piece, againft the Precife, 
He proved by all the Grave, Learned, and Wik, 
a Obedience is better than all Sacrifice; 
1 Which, “&e. 
We And then he proceeded by Scripture and Reafon, 
TFo'prove Non-refiftance always in Seafon, 
And its oppofite Doctrine nolefs than Treafon, 
Which, &c¢: 
And having obferv’d the Laws o’th® Nation, 
With thofeof the Gofpel had a Relation, (tion, 
Said, thofe that Refift would receive juft Damna- 
fi ae Which, &c. 
ee To ftrengthen this Point he quoted St.Paul; 
A St. Peter, St. Jude, our Saviour and all, (did fall, 
Proving none coud be Sav’d who from that Faith 
Which, &c. 
i But what will youfay of this Weafel ftout, 
a ly Uf after allthis he fhou’d face about, 
i And in print tell the World antruth he was out ? 
Which, 8c. 
Yet Reafon and-Confcience'a’ Wartdid begin,’ 
And ftruggled with Pride and Ambition within, 
To take the new Oaths he long thought a Sin, 
| Which, &e. 
His 
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His Spoufe, like fob’s: Wife, to cafe his Heart- 
aching, 
Did prefs him to fwear that he was'miftaken, 
TJ ho fome think it was for to fave his Bacon, 
» Which, &c, 
At firft he did doubt, and therefore did pray, 
That Heaven wou’d inftruct him in the right Way, 
Whether. Femmy or William he ought to obey, 
Which, &c. 
| The Pafs at the Boyne determin’d that Cafe, 
And Precept to Providence then did give place, 
_ To change his Opinion he thought no difgrace, 
Which, &Ce 
For tho he had done the fame Thing before, 
Yet now for his Comfort he need change no more, 
For hisCafe of Allegiance will {erve for a f{core, 
Which, &c. 
For there he has plainly made it appear, 
That Strength gives a Right, therefore: we may 
{wear 
To him.in Pofleflion, tho not the Right Heir, 
| Which, &c. 
_ And fhou’d a Fray happen “twixt ‘Father and Son, 
If the Boy beat his Father, and fo make him run, 
Providence had appointed that Thing to be done, 
Which, &C. 
| Befides, he has prov’d the mighty Convenience 
| Of SubjeGs transferring their Faith and Allegiance, 
| To thofe that can crufh:’em all into Obedience, 
| Which, &c. 
~~ Solet O. P. or P.O; be King, 
| Orany oneelfe, it is‘thefame Thing, 
_ For only Heaven does that Blefling bring, 
Which, &c, 


But 
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But this with the Scripture cannever agree; 
As Hofea the Eighth and the Fourth you may fee, 
They have fet up Kings, but yet notby me, 
Which, &e¢, 
Now what need the Prophet there to complain, 
If the Peoples Anointed, and God's were the fame ? 
If fo, David’s Friends they all were to blame, 
Which, &e. 
For tho God permitted the People to bring 
Good David’s Son forth, and pro¢laim him King, 
Yet all the, World knows how he» punith’d the 
Thing, Which, &c. 
And may al) fuch Sons enjoy the fame Fate, 
Uhat dethrone their Father, and him Abdicate’; 
No doubt it will happenin time, foon or late; 
Which, &e. 
With one Remark more'Tll end this dull Song, 
And his fulfom Republican Arguments {trong, 
Which makes Wrong to be Right, and Right tobe 
Wrong, Whith, &c. 
‘That Famous old Prieft, the Vicar of Bray, 
Who in all Change of Times knew how to obey, 
Was an Afs to the Weafeél, if L may fo fay; 
Which, -&c. 
And truly I think no more:need be faid, 
By.a Penny we know how a Shilling’s made, 
For Pricft and Prieft-craft.isvall but a Trade, 
Which, &c: 
And thus in little have drawn to the Life, 
His Fleth and his Spirit alway at Strife, 
But the Flefh did prevail by thehelp of his Wife,” 
Which no body can deny, deny, 
hich no body can deny, 


England’: 
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England’s late Jury: i 


A Satyr. 


Win an Obfervator faid, 
(Who knew our State full well.) 
England need never be afraid, 
Or feek out for an Aid, 


Our Dangers to repel. 


But then he never did fuppofe 
Our Army near fo {malls 

Or Statefmen to oblige their. Foes, 

Should with Seven Thoufand wipe our Nofe : 
A Force like none at all. 


This Vote made Lewis give a Smile, 
| And laugh within his Sleeves | 
Scarce did he credit it a while, 
Britain {howd for his Glory toil, 
Which now he does believe. 


But when again fuch Men were chofe, 
- As did our Force Disband ; 
He found our Ruin follow’d clofe, 
And had no Reafon to oppole 
- Such as went Hand in Hand. 


S—_—_——r forgets he was a Slave; ‘4 
When in his younger Years ia 
He wasthe Sp——r and a K— 5 ie 
And not fo much inclin’d to fave, |e 
Or think upon our Fears. B J 
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Bot then there lay a Patent by 
To gratify his Pride; 

On which he often caft an Eye, 

And onthe Stop did wonder why 
Totne/s was not fupply’d. 


Kefenting an Affront like this, 
He forthwith veers about; 

Mad that he did Preferment mifs, 

(A Feather fit for Pride like his ) 
And courts the fickle Rout. 


But his Defigns are underftood, 
shia The Matter’s very plain: 
i Prerending for his Country’s good, 
He fince has acted all he coud 
To keep his Prince in Pain. 


For a long time he cou’d not Swear;. 
With a nice Confcience bred 5 
Hy Nor take an Oath againit an Heir, 
EM That to a Monarch did repair, 
Dill At leaft till he was dead. 


But when All-conquering Gold was brought, 
ti Which glitter’'d in his Eyes; 
a Quickly a Miracle was wrought, 
( Exeter knows it was no Fault ) 
They that have Wealth are Wife, 


M.——-s-——— ve has Parts, and Eloquence, 
And others fay, fpeaks wells 

Tho young Kit met a Recompence, 

To bring his Father to his Senfe, 
Spite did the Guilt. repel, 
Nothing 
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Nothing can biafs {tout Sir Kit, | 
Civility is Vain, 

For he muft exercife his. Wit, 

. And fometimes did at Random hit, 
Which Credit did obtain. 


H—————7t pretends unto. the Law, 
And makes a fearful din; 

As little Senfe-ase’er I faw, 

His Judgment brittle as a Straw, 
And oftner out than in. 


F ———--——ch, he has Senfe and Rhetorick, 
And feems of S§ m rs Kidney. - 
.His Lungs do to the Quarrel ftick, 
And once was very Politick, 
And fome think hard on Sidney. 


H ——m-——nd, he runs among the Herd, 
is Violent and Strong; 
Wou'd fain feem Grave without a Beard : 
But he needs never to be fear’d, 
His Judgment is too young. 


F— H— {ets up for one of Senfe, ) if 
Does for a Patréot ftand. 

Moft wonder at his Impudence! 

That he thereto fhould lay pretence, 
Who was the Court’s Disband. : 


__ He who was reckon’d the Buffoon 
In former Parliaments, | 
Fickle and Changing like the Moon ; ie 
Till French Gold came he was undone, / ig 

Now vents his Difcontents. . id 


wae 
4 
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But moft Mem wonder that Sir Barf 

So eager is to rail: | 
Yet why fhould We admire at that ? 
Since his Profeffion is to chat, 

But feldom does prevail. 


Some (he had heard’) by Speeches rife, 
And to Preferment leap; 

But fuch had Aserit, and were Wife, 

And did not Foreigners defpife, 
Nor after Faction creep. 


Never for Rebels did Harangue, 
Nor Tenter-hook the Law, 

But left the Criminal to hang, 

Till one Foot did the other bang, 
To keep Mankind in awe. 


The fam’d Civilian, who can write 
Of Parliamental Power 3 

if he has Judgnient, he has Spite, 

And goes beyond the Matter quite, 
A fort of fecond SHOWER. 


Upon Records he fpends his Ink, 
He writes at fuch a rate: . 

To prove what few did ever think, 

Unlefs depriv’d of Sehfe in Drink, 
Yet of a plodding Pate. 


Gr —-ny—le, he ftroles unto the Fairs 
Yo get himfelf Renown ; 

Yet for this Faétion he declares, 

And to their Club ac Night repairs, 
Fo regulate the Crown. 
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The tithes are likely fure to mend, 
When Pr vr rules the State ; 

pr——r the Noble DORSETS Friend, 

(For whom the Learned World contend ) 
Juftly deferves his Hate. 


Bl———_———~t, with proud imperious Face, 
And Forehead made of Brafs ; 

Forgets the Honour of his Place, 

Does all true Policy difgrace, 
And for a Fool may pafs. 


 p—+——s fhall marfhal up the Rear, 
With Rhetorick Debate 5 

And tho good-natur’d he appear, 

Yet all his Services will fteer 
To undermine the State. 


Thefe are the Jury which were ftruck, 
To try Britannia’s Claim : 

And how cou’d we expect good Luck 

From fuch as did with LEWIS truck, 
To their Eternal Shame? 


Conclufion. 


oe bélow the Dignity of Rhyme, 

| Shall {cape my Satyr till another time : 
Twelve Men like thefe, a Nation might undo, 
And let%em, if again we truft “em, too, 
No, no; fair Britain af het Wrongs awakes? 


Finds what ye mean, and other methpds takes. 
BO Your 
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Your Popularity at laft expires, 

And Men of better, Tempers fhe requires: 
Defpisd at home, mutter your, Difcontent, 

And know the Nation {poke her Mind by KENT. 


eR oer 


S44 T YR: 


oe eo 


Eclining Yenus has no.Foree o’er Love, 

| The tender Ganymede now.rules.above : 

By Influence we die for amorous Boys, 

Changing to Godlike Pleafures from vain Toys’: 
Befides, ’tis Intereft, and by that wefteer, 

To love with Princes.ts to gaia ther Ear. 

He’s an ill Courtier who can have a Paflion 

For naufeous Petticoat when out of fafhion, 

B—s are {till the {tamp of Revolution. 
Submiflive Woman artfully invites 

Each gazing Fop, and every Look.requites ; 
Yielding to Nature, is:‘no more confin’d, 

Foe to Defpair, im all her Actions kind. 

Elfe Yel—ton fhould never. lead»the Van, 

Stunted throughout, the Miniature of Man: 
The Widow Le—/oa that vain Brat would charm, 
Dil—ds Arrival dreaded for more harm; 

But Fauftus Farmer by his Magick Art 

Levels two Bellies to come at one part. 

R—/s is fo good, ’tis pity here toname her, 

She drinks as well as do’s, no Soul.can blame her : 
§—wich is vvilling, but flow Lovers {poil 

Her good Intentions, fuch are.Aowand. Boyle ; 
Poor Br —dons Fate the loves.a-batter’d Bully, 
An ill performer, yet by: Defcent.no Cully. 
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W—ham, inceftuous Jevv, novv Beauty’s gon, 

Prevails o’re Politicks with grunting Johz. 

Ri—ond could make no Steps, fhe was fo fore, 

Where Earls, Knights, Priefts and Pox has been 

before : 

So qualify’d, to Grandeur fhe had Claim, 

Thofe Princes never wed to meaner Fame. 

R—Jiffe on Mount refembles Whet(tones Park, 

Painted and patchd with Ba—r for her Spark : 
-So have I feen a Citat Door with Trull, 

By Noon as drunk, and of themselves as full. 

Ch—1 has loft her long prevailing Art, 

And now for Drudgery keeps Booby Hare: 

So P——-brook fends her unknown Gems to pawn, 

To mollify that coftive Clown De—uzn. 

Thus Beauty fading, falls from ftep to ftep, 

At firft is paid, then takes its turn to keep, 

For Countefs Dowagers, and Maids at Court, 

The never failing Lovers of the Sport: 

They feel’ the Malice of defpairing Fits, 

When ill Succefs turns Lovers into Wits. 

This ftinglefs Sacyr’s Author if youd know, 

The Dial fpeaks not, but it points 


Fack H——~ | 
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A new Ballad, call’'d, The Brawny Bi- 
fhop’s Complaint. 


To the Tune of, Packington’s Pound. 


I. ‘ 
Hen B —+? perceiv’d the beautiful Dames, 
Who flock’d to the Chappel of hilly St.Fames, 
On their Lovers rhe kindeft Looks did beftow, 
And {mil’d not on him while he bellow’d below, 
To the Princefs he went 
With pious intent, 
This dangerous Ill in the Church to prevent : 
O Madam! quoth he, our Religion is loft, 
If the Ladies thus ogle the Knights of the Toaft- 


$i 

Your Highnefs obferves how I labour and fweat, 

Their Aftections to raife,and new Flames to beget ; 

And fure when I preach, all the World will agree, 

That their Ears and their Eyes fhould be pointed on 
But now I can't find (me: 
One Beauty fo kind, 

Asmy Parts to regard, or my Prefence to mind: 

Nay, I fcarce have a fight of any one Face, 

But thofe of old Oxford, and ugh? Arglas, 


3. 
Thefe forrowful Matrons with Hearts full of Truth, 
Repent for the manifold Sinsof their Youth: 


The 


- 
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The reft with their Tattle my Harmony fpoil ; 

And Bur ——ton, An — fey, K——gfton and B—le vay 
Their Minds entertain ia 
With thoughts fo profane, 

Tis a Mercy to find that at Church they contain 5 

Ev’n Hen—ham’s Shapes their weak Fancies intice, 

And rather than me they will ogle the * Vice. 


4. 
~ Thefe Practices, Madam, my Preaching difprace 5 ae 
Shall Laymen enjoy the juft Rights of my Place ? 

Then all. may lament my Condition for hard, 
To threfh in the Pulpit without a Reward. 
Then pray condefcend 
Such Diforders to end, 
And from the ripe Vineyards fuch Labourers fend ; 
Or build up the Seats that the Beauties may fee 
The Face of no brawny Pretender but me. 


5. 
The Princefs by rude Importunities prefs‘d, 
Tho fhe laugh’d at his Reafons,allow’d his Requeft : 
And now Britain’s Nymphs in a Proteftant Reign | s 
Are lock’d up at Pray’rs like the Virgins in Spain ; | 
And all are undone | 
As fure as a Gun. i | 
Whenever a Woman is kept like a Nun, 
If any kind Man from Bondage will fave her, 
The Lafs in Gratitude grants him the Favour. 


* Mr, B—ty Vice-Chamberlain. 


Bb 2 On 
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On the Death of the Queen and Marfhal 
Luxemburgh. 


p alr, 

W.ho kn ew your Strength in Love, your Strength 
in W ar I 

Unequal Match to both no Conqueft gains, 

No Trophy of your Love or War remains. 


Be lold, Dutch Prince, here lie th’unconquer’d 


a ne ae gc a nt 


f\ 


On the Report of King James's fending a 
Ple; We ip oveni tiary a) the e Lreaty of Ryfwick. 


| eaty muft fend am Ambaflador too. 
Bur where can we findia Perfon fo wife 

to take on him an Office fonice ; 
To act'from a Prince whom nobody owns, 
e Advice before loft him his Thrones: 3 
he Priaces would grant him a fhare 
Peace, who had nonein the War? 
cligion he quitted his. Thrones 

Baitard inftead of a Son, 

Topray they'd confider his Lofies.at home, 
And fend him with Pa fs-ports to Warfaw or Rome, 
For a Cr own, or a Cap, or fome fuch like thing, 
That finee he can’t live, he may look like a King : 
For the Kingdoms he loft t’allow him another, 
And make him a Monarch of fome thing or as 
‘Or 


YZ log riapirks fay the Facks, as-other Kings do, 
ythe Tr 


.? AD 


And lS "ane 
ie 
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For truly ( ah’t pleafe you) the Envoy .muft fay, 
Our Proteftant Friends are hang’d out of the way, 
Our Servants forfake us, our Allies deny us 5 

And if the good Catholicks will not ftand by us, 
Our Queen will run mad, our Self wiil want Bread, > 
Our Heir too in {pite of the Bargain we made, ¢ 
Mult home to his Father and work at his Trade. 


To the Earl of Portland on bis Embaf]y 


to France, 


Hat! Shall each Patrons rip’ning Smile infufe 
A kindly Warmth to each officious Mnfe ? 
| Shall all be proftitute to Dor/et's Name, 
| Glutted with Praife, and furfeited with Fame ? 
Shall Spencer peep abroad ? and Ormond fhine ? 
Shall Sommers {parkle too, and flame in ev'ry Line? 
And not one Mufe for Sacred Portland’s Fame, 
To grace his Triumphs, and record his Name ? 
O cou’d I breath fo foft, fo fweet a Tune! 
As Phebus felf might hear, as Phabus {elf might 


own 5 

I'd fummon all my Fury, all my Lays, 
I'd riot on thy Charms, and wanton on thy Praife. 
But fee! the Bards ftand awfully around, 
And none e’re yet profan’d the Sacred Ground: 
With confcions fear they curb their glowing Fire; 
Yet what they dare not praife, they muft admire. 
Tho molt to William, much to you we owe, 
In him’s our Safety, and our Joy in you: 
For ever happy fhall we, muft we be, 

| Whilft Albion has her King, and Albson’s King has 


Thee. 
Bb 4 But 
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But which of all thy long, thy numerous Train, 

Which Virtue glitters moft, and crowns the noble 
Scene ? 

A thoufand thronging Graces juftle there, 

A thoufand Virtues crowd and ftruggle to appear. 

Which then.of all thy Virtues can I choofe, 

To kindly pleafe a wanton {porting Mufe ? 

Abafht, like me, the Phrygian Paris lies, 

And knows not where to fix his Golden Prize. 

When Yano tempts with an alluring Bait, 

Throwsall her gaudy Treafure at his Feet ; 

When Pallas {corning little fordid Gain, 

Would fill and crowd his teeming full-fraughtBrain; 

When Venus, crown’d with ev’ry charming Grace, 

Comes dazzling in his Eyes, and lightning in his 
Face, 

He knows not which is greateft, which is molt, 

Unfixt, unfettled, varioufly he’s toft, ¢ 

In Raptures drown’d, in Admiration loft. 

But ftill of .all, of all that come in view; 

’Tis chiefly yours to be fincere and true. 

Fain would I {peak of thy well-guarded Truft; 

And where I can’t be lavifh, vvou’d be juft. 

How much h’as fuffer’d, and how much deferv’d, 

A Faith fo often try’d, fo well preferv’d : 

True to your Trult, and faithful to your Care, 

In ev’ry, place you fhine, but dazzle-here. 

In France with equal Luftre you appear, 

They all adore your Wifdom and your Care: 

Extoll'd by evry Tongue, they all commend 

The Prince’s Darling, and the Nation’s Friend. 

William himfelf thou doft.out-dovin this, 

For he’s the Nation’s Friend, but thou art his. 

Yet Holland, claim not thou an equal. fhare, 

Tho with thee Portland fuck’d his Infant Air : 


To 
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To Albion then thy weaker part refign, 8 
Nor fondly boaft that Port/and’s Virtues thine : ~ 1g 
What tho from thee there {prang his antientLine ? ‘gg 
True Britifh Graces in the Hero fhine, oe 
True Britifh Virtues crown and ftamp him all Di- | & 
As Holland too, may William hither bring 5 th 

But Helland’s Prince is loft in Albion’s King. 


Upon the burning of White-hall, 
fan. 4. 169%. 


“AR Rferat ut meritie Regia Alba aft impia flammis, ie | 
Vi, ftupro & frauds, Statio facra din ; | 
Albania exultans Genius, Volucrifque figura he 
Indutus, circum Incendia lata volat, 
Sed dum perluftrat flagrantia cetera letws, 
Sacrum Epulis urget proxima flamma minax ; 
Siftite! ait, Pars hac snfignis Morte Tyranns, 
Et Patria Vindex, fola perennis erit. 


In Enghih. 
V Hile leud White-hall, burning in jufteft 
Flames, 
Heav’n’s Wrath ?gainft Force,and Luft, and Fraud i 


proclaims ; 

In Eagtes thape, the Genius of onr Ifle, 

Clapping its Wings, with Joy flew round the Pile : 

No Chappel, Room of State or Eafe exempt. 

But when the Banquet-honfe the Flames attempt, 

Hold! (ery’d the Angel ) for this Sacred Place, 

Where Ty——t’s Blood wath’d out my Ifle's i. 
Difgrace, | 

Shall every Fire (but the World’s aft) outface. | li 

Another ee 
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Another Verfion. of the Jame. 


Hite-ball, a Palace inypious and accurs’d, 
Where bloody Violence, Treachery and 
Luft 
Had revel’d Ages, now her Date expires, 
She glows and blazes with revenging Fires. 
While Albion's Genius on a flaming Cloud, 
Smiling and joyful round the Bonfire rode: 
He faw each Building fink its lofty Head, 
And cleanfe its black Guilt with atoning Red. 
But when the Sacred Pile began to fmoke, 
That fent the Tyr—t to the fatal Stroke 5 
Stop here, ye Flames, he cry’d, Thefe Walls 
muft ftand 
banal Th’Avengers of our Blood, and Guardians of 
Lana | our Land. 


= ss ee 
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a A new Anfwer to an Argument againft. a 
Standng-Army. 


| F Ould they who have nine years look’d four 
Againft a French and Popifh Power, 
Make Friends with both in half an hour? — 
This is the time. 
ee Would they dire€tly break the Sword 
. By which their Freedom was peftor?d, 
hal And put their Truft in Lew Word? 
he This is the time. 
v Would 


| Would they oblige a Winter-Sea 
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Would they leave England unprotected, 


To thew how well they are affected, 


And get themfelves next bout elected ? 
This is the time. 
Would they preferve their Wives and Pullets 
Againft the Soldiers Lufts and Gullets, 
And break our Guns to fave our Bullets ? 
| This is the time. 


| Their prudent Orders to obey, 
And keep-a ftanding Wind in pay? 


This is the time. 
Would they but fay what they’re purfving, 


_ Whom they’re advancing, whom undoing, 
| What pack of Knaves fhall prove our Ruin ? 


: _ This is the time. 
A-God’s Name let em fhew their Games, 
And fix to one of thefe Extreams, 


A Commonwealth, or elfe King Fames 5 ; 
For now’s the time. 


od a, or mnaunimen amma cnnaa td = 
On the Death of Mr. Dryden. 


Obn Dryden Enemies had three; 
Sir Dick, old Nick, and Feremy. 


- The Doughty Knight was forc’d to yield; 
- The other two have kept the Field : 


But had his Life: been fomething holier, 
He’ad foil’d the Devil and the Collier. 


380 POEMS on 


it On the Death of the Duke of Glocéfter. 
i | By Dr. Bentley. 


Bik queror ? an proprio fub Pondere magna fa- 


s{cunt $ 
Et Natura labat dotibus ipfa fuis ? 
Sic morevis, Gultelme, & Sceptra & Vota tuorum 
| Deftituens brevis hen! [pes diuturnus Amor ! 
a An potius Terras Deus indignuatus inertes 
Illuftves Animas ad fupera alta vocat, 
Nee morerts, Gulielme, volas fed UIVHs ad Affray 
4 she lengli vel gualis Enochus Equis ; 
| Et pofitis novus Exuvsts rofeo ore refulges, 
Inter Celicolas con{piciendus Avos, 
Interea flendo nos fruftra ducimus horas, 
Viventi & caffas folvimus Excequias, 
Scilicet: at fine te trifts marcefcere iz #v0, 
Jilud erit-nobws, bis, Gulelme,. mors. 


Die Thus tranflated by the Ld-Yefferies. 


VV Hat reafon have I to:complain, 


Since in all times it) has been plain, 

} T Se great and weighty things muft foon, 

ae hy ke Jacks with their own Weight, go down ? 
ae re Nature, when upon her Back 

She lays too much, will furely crack. 

So little Willy dies, and cares 

bean | Neither for Scepters, nor our Pray’rs : 
i And I fhafl love him long, for all 

i | The Hopes he gave us were but fimall. 
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Or rather God, who gave us Birth, 
Being in Wrath with lazy Earth, 

Takes this occafion, and prefers 
 Viluftrious Souls. among the Stars. 

If it be fo, I told a Lie, 

And little Willy does not. die ; 

But mounts alive, and.fwifctly ‘flies, 

On Airy Horfeback thro the Skies. 
Tis the fame Horfe old Exoch rode, 
And Afgil keeps to go. to God. 

Now fee the Youth without his Clothes, 
How like a new-born Flow’r he fhows. 
See how his rofy Cheeks do fhine 
Among his Anceftors: Divine. 

While we poor Mortals here below 
Our Sighs and Tears in vain beftow: 
And empty Obfequies. are paid, 

Juft as if he were really dead : 

Which makes it plain, that living on 
A hated Life, now he is gone, 

Will be to us, altho our Breath 
Should ne’er be ftopt, a double Death. 


Dialogue between the Ghoft of | Capt. Kidd, 
and a Kid-napper. 


Kid, | 

Rom the Boat of old’ Charon in the Stygean Ferry, 

From my Ship lam come again to my Wherry, 

And from thence, my old Friend, with you to be 
merry 5 

Which nobody can deny. 


ase eZ 
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Nap. , 
Stand off, thou grand Pyrate, | have nothing to de 
With fuch plund’ring Rogues and Robbers as you, 
Had I been of your Jury, 1 hadhang’d you'too ; 
Which, &ce, 
Kid. 
How now Brother Wapper, why-in' fueha Fury ? 
It could not have. been worfe, had you been of my 
ury ! 
But i ieh you in better Temper f affure you; 
Which, °@e, 
Nap. 
But you and the Devil ftill;ow’d me a Shame, 
And now with a Vengeance at laft it came, 
And has quite ruin’d my honeft good Name; 
Which, &c. 
Kid. 
But Brother, you know that was: pretty wellgone ; 
For tho the Seeds of your Honefty often were fown, 
I never yet heard. that any’ were grown : 
Which, ee. 
Nap. 
Thou Son of a Boatfwain, begot in a Skuller, 
Thou. Dunce.of a Pyrate, my Head-is not dutler; 
Tho you got your Wealth fafter, my. Pocket is 


fuller, 
Which, &e. 
Kid, | 
But be not fo haughty and angry, good Brother, 
If we two Kidnappers underftand one another, 
There will. be-no occafion for all this pother : 
Which, Ce, 


Nap, 
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Nap. 
A Kinfman, but no Cater-Coufin I had; 
And of fuch you know I oft fhip’d youa La, 
But this laft and the Law have almoft made me 


mad : 
Which, &e. 
Kid, 
I hope you took warning by my woful Condition, 
For that good) Advice I gave with Contrition, 
To take care how you acted beyond your Com- 


miffion ; 
: Which, &e. 


, Nap. 
A Commiffion they told me I had of the Peace, 
But not to fend, People away to, the Seas, 


Which makes me almoft to melt in my Greafe; 
Which, &e, 


Kid. 
It is time I confefs, now. you’re taken thus napping, 
To take care left. you coach it with me to. Wapping, 
Since you fee me trapan’d, fome are as good at 


trapping ; 
Which, &e. 
Nap. 
’Tis true, Brother Kid, that I live in the Strand, 
Where Low-water Mark is the nearer at hand, 
You are Pyrate at Sea, as I Pyrate.at Land ; 
Which.nobody can denye. 
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A Congratulatory Poem to the Right Ho- 
nourable Sir B.S, ec. 


HO Poets praife Thofe moft whoneed it leaft, 
_ Thefe by your Foes muft all be Truths confeft ; 
That Nature form’d you vigorous and ftrong, 
And ftrength of Nature makes you hold out long: 
Who by her fage Difpenfing Power obtain’d 
More Wit and Senfe, than your young Rival gain’d 
From al] the painful Laboursof the Schools, 
And made you early talk to Men, not Fools. 
With Judgment ftill, not Heat, your Courfe you 
To finith well that Race fo well begun 5 (run, 
With Equal Pace, and no ill-govern’d Heat, 
And with no Pompous Patent, Vainly Great ; 
With Wealth and Honour,’ ftill defpis'd, yow’re 
crown’d, . 
Yet want that ftill, with which you moft a- 
bound ; 
Not that aMan knows more their proper ufe, 
Or lefs thofe Mighty Bleflings do’s abufe. 
You in your Merits moft unkindly fhare 
Much of that Fate your faithful Friends do here, 
To whom the fame regard, Great SIR, is fhown, 
You oft have met with when the Work was done. 
In vain, in folid Senfe and nervous Profe, 
We pour’d our-Forces on your Rhiming Foes 
Thofe made of late few Minifters of State, 
Verfe was more powerful, or importunate : 
Verfe made th’ once humble Moufe a Rat, in haff, 
And Verfe made Him, who made the Houfe, he laft, 
rom 


When given by Ruling Gods, or Regent Kings. 
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From Channel-row he ne’er had crofs’'d the Main, 

Nor from flat Rhenifh elfe reach’d brisk Champaign : 

Verfe made his Paftoral Patron rife apace 

With equal Merit, and with equal Grace ; 

With a more glorious Rod t’ adorn his Hand, 

Than the Caducean Mercury’s Golden W and. 

Black Rods and White! oft work moft wondrous 
Things, 


Verfe the Fam’d Flecknorais’d, the Mufes Sport, 


_ From drudging for the Stage, to drudg at Court ; 


And moft deferv’dly crown’d Him Laureat now, 


- Who Sternboldhas outdone, and Hopkins too. 
| Verfe like fome Spell rais’d old\King Arthur's 


Traio, 
Made his Round-Table Knights t appear again, 
And dub the Man, who more than Callibeurn 
had flain. 
By Verfe mad Clite ftrove t’ advance the Cautle, 


_ To Rhime away Religion, Kings, and Laws, 


| A Minor Poet of th’ Inferior Clafs, 


Who, ‘not like Abrace, rais'd his Monument of 
Braf{s. 


This vaft Succefs of Verfe our Poets had, 


Statefmen at Home, and Envoys all Abroad 3 


~ To which no Profe had parallel Succefs, 


And makes us now accoft you thus in Verfe. 
The beft of Princes, who firft made you Great, 
Whom you beft fery’d, and with Him too the 
State, 
Difmifs’d you coldly toa kind Retreat— 
The following Reign confefs’d your grave Advice 
Was wanting, in fo tender Cafe and Nice, 
Where Loyalty the Standard did difplay, 
But wild Deftruction charg’d in full Array. _ 
Cc Th’on- 


*Moneft thefe che bold Cermthian too might ro 
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Th’ unwary Greeks their Errors thus confefs, 
And ftill confult OAffesin Diftrefs; — 

Thus oft their exi?d Patriots they recall, 

And Ariffides, when diftref’d, their All: 

Thus tao their Grecian Prince to Ammon ftraight 
Repair’d, for to refolve his doubtfal Fate. 

Nor could cur Monarch thus perplext, advife 

In Place more proper, or a Man more wife. 

Near to that d inegerous Sedgmore down Hecame 
for fo confidt an Oracle of Fame 

Where, had your fage Advice been wifely took, 
No King had Subjeds 5 Subjeéts King forfook. 
Whelito th’ Extrreams of Confcience, and of State 
The labouting Kingdom was rednc?d by Fate; 
You tookthe wifeit; or the happieft Way, 

And with your Weftern Legions joyn’d Torbay : 
For which the Knighted Bird extends your Fame, 
And makes th? Old Britons to record your Name. 
Trve to your Country fill, true to the State, 

[ For who can queftion Traths we prov'd folate? ] 
Alj your Defigns ftill honourably Good, 

1b’ Apoftate Scatefman, not the King wirh{tood. 
Thus fpake your Self; — thus to the Conqueror 

{pake, 
And pleaded Freedom for Deliverance-fake, 
Freedom for England, Freedom for her Crown, 
[That's moft enflav’d, when moft precarious 
grown | . 

This Service’ great’! with the frank Speech was 
And both with equal Courtefierepaid. (weigh’d, 
Your much lov’d JSC 4 truly made your own, 
And you made Mafter of your Miftrefs Town; 
W here freed'from Cares of State, fecur’d to fleep, 
The Town's Palladium you might fafely keep, 


? 


‘Till Warlike Caledon atium’d the Charge, 


And fet the confin’d Governour more at large. 
Your 
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Your great Effort of Courage next was fhown, 

[ For bold wasHe who then dar'd ferve the Crown]. 

The Royal Martyr owes his Thanks to you, he 

Th’ Oblivion Act,, The Regicide Ludlow too | 

His old Commiffion elfe had been renew'd, ay 

And the Royal Signet feal’d to Royal Blood. a 

_ Nor did your Engitfh Spirit brighter fhine, 

| In the Defence of Euglana’s Royal Line, 

Than to your Country’s Aid and Intereft true, 

| [So much the Patriot rul’d.the Courtier too] 

It timely came to aid th? unequal Fight, 

And help the injur’d Commons to their Right. 

To fuch great Actions fomething more is due, 

And fomewhat more may be referv'd for You 

Ina more glorious Reign, than hath been feen 

Since bright ELIZ 4’s Days, our Englif, Queen : 

Whilft ANNA, like ELIZA, Worth regards, 

Only the Valiant, Wife, and Good Rewards; 

With the like awful Grace adorns the Throne, 

And makes Her Subjects Happinefs Her owns 

With the fame Awe, with the like Love obey’d, 

And a wife Senate to Advife and Aid: 

Whilft England’s Church and State triumphant 
{tand 

And France and Spain dread her victorious Hand, 

And ORJZON D fills with Terror Sea and Land. 

Hard would it be to lofe then:Ground at Home, 

From {uch good Seed to fee th’ Old Tares to come 5 

To fee the curft Advice again revive, 

And the worft Men again prefer’d and thrives 

See Old and Modern Whigs again prefer’d, 

And poor To Double fairly hang’d or {tarv'd. 
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The Neg itive Prophely found under the 


Ruins of Whitehall. 


Sing NOT of ‘Fove’s mighty Thunder, 
The New made Lords, or Vigo Plunder s 
Nor of the C--— hs Godly Frolick; 
To fettle Chrift’s Charch Apoftolick 
Nor of the Pious Convocation, 
Clearer than Doves from Gall or Paffion’: 
How thofe Grave Rabbies, to a Wonder, 
Kept Herefies and, Schifms under: 
How Binks and Kimberly did fhihe 
in that dark Orb with Rays Divine 
With what Devotion and Behaviour, 
The fawcy Prieft blafphem’d our’ Saviour : 
How each his Talent did: exert 
With Arguments not worth a F—=rt, 
To prove that plainly « Majors, 
No Reverence was due Swperiors. 
Whether it was for Oftentation, 
Or to promote our Reformation ; 
Or to repent for telling Tales, 
And drinking N—<tsto th’? Pr— of WV —s: 
That AZ w, top full of Grace, 
In Royal Chair refus’d her place. 
I tell not why the —— content 
To thare with her the Government: 
Nor do I care how many Scars 
Our Beaus do bring from Field of Mars ; 
Whether the noify Fops at VVsils, 
Do go to Hell to pay their Bills. 


When 
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When they’l take -durwerp or Offend, 

When Matters-on. the Rbine will mend, é 

Or when the War will have an End. 
When Leopoldus will grow Wife, 

The Swede lay by his French Difguife 5 

The Czar well bang’d to make him quiet 5 

The Poles by Bleeding and low Diet, 

With the dull Saifs, reftor’d agen, 

Shake off the .4/s and att like Aden, 

Eugenius with his Vee’rans fent, 

To make the French a Carpi Complement ; 

When we fhall get In e 

An Ay, with more Senfe : 

Courtiers have lefs Knavery, 

Sea-Captains fhew more Bravery; 

When High Church-Rampant fhall agree’ 

T’ have Partners in their Roguery, 

¢— H— and S——vr, withthe reft Decree, 

Neither to Bribe, nor punifh Bribery : 

When under Cloaks and Caffocks there fhall lie 

Nothing but Faith and found Divinity, 

Then fhall the Golden Age once more be {een, 


Then Heaven and Earth fhall fing, God fave the 
(QUEEN, 


: : gs se 
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Occaftonal Conformity. 
A proper new Ballad. By a Weft-Saxon, 


‘Os ionly as, we difcours’d. of Queen, and 
hurch, and Nation, 
Occafionly we ‘took to. view. that Engine, call’d 
Occasion, 
Occafion fram’d for nothing elfe, but ito accafion 
Mifchief ; 
Ad A Cloak to cover Hypocrites, of whom the Devil 
is chief. 
Occafion for a Loop-hole ferves,, whenever there's 
occafion, 
To. leave Plain-dealing in the lurch,.and, fly to 
at dear Evafion. 
Cait The Loyoli# may hang, himfelf, and damn ’s Equi- 
he vocation, 
an That fulty Wares now thrown afide, Occafion’s 
in ii all the fafhion. 
fy Let England prize her Native Wares, and not be 
for Outcomers 5 
We ve home-{pun Fefwits of our own, more fine 
han from St. Omers. 
Thele Saints of frefheft date devis’d this new ' 
‘rick, call’d Occafion, 
By cai have refin'd upon all former Refor- 
_. qjnation. 


Dull 
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Dull Martyrs {pill their Blood in vain for want of 
this Device, Sirs, 

By this they might have Heathens been, and Chri- 
fiians ip a trice, Sir," 4 

Occafion more Faces has upon Occafion farely, 

Than ever Aagh or Bargefs had, who taught the 
Gofpel purely. 

True Scot, ypoa Occafion, cam look like Enghjh 
Bifhop ; 

And Quack out does, with Whiggih Warcs, all 
fuch as come to his Shep. 

Occafion can make a Man, with little or no trouble, 

Sincere as canting Whiaker, and honeft as Tom 
Double. | 

Occafion permits the Saints occafionly to He, Sir, 

‘And fathom Myfteries too deep for fuch as you and 
}, Sir. 

Occafionly they thall conform, occafionly diffent, 
Sir3 

Occafionly fhail take an Oach to break it’ wich in- 
tent, olr. | 

Occafionly thal go to Church, occafionly to Meet- 


In? 5 

Occafionly betray their Lord, while they like 7u- 
das greet him. 

Occafionly deny him too, in open view of Men, 
Sir 5 4: 

And where’s the harm? for when ‘tis fir, they own 
him can agen, Sir. : 

Occafionly communicate, occafionly refrain, Sir ; 

But conftantly communicate when ’twill occafion 
Gain, Sir. 

When "twill occafion Godly Men to Parliament to 
ride-a, 

And there with great Sincerity to take Occafion’s 


fide-a. 
Cc 4 When 
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When *twill occafion Cheats to fcape, and hinder 
fair Accompting, 

When “twill occafion Lets and Rubs, paft Hone- 
ity’s furmounting. 

On fuch Occafions they can kneel like rankeft Ido-~ 
laters 5 

But Turn once ferv’d, and Place obtain’d, no ftif- 
fer !dol-haters. 

Thus ’cafionly for God they are, and ’cafionly for 
Devil, 

Occalionly for Good again, occafionly for Evil. 

Occalionly for Heaven bound, occafionly for Hell, 
ny | aes 

Bnt furely *twould be fad to have occafion there 
to dwell, Sir. 


ae 
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A Confultation of the Bifbops. 
j fi 
tpon ffi~ Cow nitty 5 ML 


eT QO give the laf Amendment-to the Bill, 
Which to the Saints portended fo much Ill ; 

To curb the Commons, and their Ends defeat, 
Right Reverend Twelve laft night at Lambeth met. 
Tho much of Lawn did round the Room appear, 7 
Yet none but modern Men of God werethere, — 
Nor had been mitred more than thirteen Year; § 
The Tenremov’d, the grave Aflembly fat, 
The Bus’nefs of the Day was-in Debate: 
This way and that their various Cenfures tend, 
And fome would pafs theBill,but more would mend. 
At length, with ufval Vehemence, aloud 
A brawny Bifhop thus harangu’d the Croud. 

Far off from us let Perfecutionreign ; — 
Slav’ry in France, and Bigotry in Spain. — 


a) 


The 
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The belt of Kings the beft of Gifts beftow’d, 
And Toleration by a Law allow’d, ¢ 
And bid us go to God which way we would. 

Mutt mod’rate Men from top-Preferments fall, 
Becaufe they can’r agree with us in all? 

We may efteem the Ore, yet flight the Drofs ; 
May be good Chriftians, yet condemn the Grofs ; 
May hate Cathedral Hymns, yet Hopkins fing, 
And propagate vvithoutthe Pagan Risg. 

No doubt this Bill by fome vvell-meaning Men, 
Was but fent up to be fent down agen. 

It needs muft give vveak Confciences offences 
Rogues can’t be fo vvithout a vaft Expence. 

The Sacramental Teft caus’d no Debates, 

That but their Souls, this touches their Eftates. 
Should this Unchriftian bitter Bill fucceed, » 

>T would-be a Woe to Hypocrites indeed. 

Away vvith’c then ; ’tis one of Bonner’s Bills : 

1m not for faving Saints againft their Wills. 

This faid,.they-all-wish a confenting Nod, 
The Reformation Writer’s Thoughts applaud. 
When ftraight a moft melodious Sound was heard, 
And lo! in White a Rev’rend * Form appear’d. 
A Crofs his Hand, a Mitre deck’d his Head ; 
And while fweet Odours round the Room were 

: (fpread, 
Thus to them all the Sacred Shadow faid. 

Since Time at length turns up the happy Hour, 
And Providence has put it in your Pow’r, 

To cote your Flocks, and fever from the Fold 


The prowlingWolf, will you your hands withhold ? 


Forbid it Heav’n! it ever fhould be faid, 
That the pure Church for which the Martyr bled, 


sapere a 
a re ne oe ae a i 
ae RAN ic RR I Shi arn ces e ao Siete te 


{ 
al 


394 POEMS on 


And for which too I facrific'd my Head, 

Should be by’ts Bifhaps into Bondage led. 

Think, fuch a Time may never come agen, 
Seldom fuch Senats, never fuch a Queen. 

Your Churches Fate you falfly fear trom Rome, 
Out of the North more likely ’tis to come : 

One Faith’s Defender having -hurtit more, 

Than all the Kings that ever reign’d before. 

Make then your legal Dams ’gainft Schifim fo high, 
No Spring. tides of Succeflion may deftroy. 

He ceas‘d; and lo! a Cloud refulgent bright, 
Bore up the Saint toRealnts of lafting Light. 
Fear and a juft Confufion fhook:each Soul, 

And Samuel's Troth with trembling fell on all. 
Shame and Confvfion fate onev'ry Face, 

And even Swen felt fome fhocks of Grace. 

The Heaynly Vifion quite had chang’d their Will, 
And all without Amendments now woald pafs the 
When ftrange! ( Bill. 
After an Earthquake and a flath of Flame, 
IntotheRoomaMeager* Phantomcame,  *K. 
His bending Bulk, and Purple Robe hung o’er, 
And he in’s hands the Regal Enfigns bore. 

Struck with Surprize each Rév’rence arofe, 

And Homage paid, and recogniz’d his Nofe. 
When cafting on them all a direful Look, 

With Indignation thus the Spectre fpoke. 

Falfe to your Faith, and: your Creation too, 

To be to what’s againft your Int’teft true : 
Have I been labouring thirreen Years and more, 
That todeftroy, which you would fow reftore ? 
Did T not cull you out among the Croad, 

To make-you all Right Rev’rend Things in'God ? 
Did I not thro the Surplice fee the Saint ? 
Churchmen in fhow, but Calvi##in your Cant; 


Forc’d 
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Forc’d you thé Chair Epifcopal to fill, 

And Mitred you almoft againft your Will : 

And wil) you now at laft Apoftatize ? 

Think better on'ts. my former Friends, be wife Me 
Is this a Reign in which you eer can rife? 

Can W-o- fter tell with his Prophetick Vein, 
When he fhall be Lord Almoner again ? 

Do Glafter, Bristol, or St. Afaph know 

The happy Time vvhen. they fhall not be fo? 

Off yvith the Mask then 4 boldly now appear 
The very Men the World once thought you were. 
This faid, in thapelefs Air the Royal Bubble broke, 
And the thin Form their wond’ring Eyes forfook, 
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“Prologne to the Mu fick- meeting it Yorke 
buildings. By Dr, G:--th. 


Wie Mufick, and more pow’sfol Beauties 
reign, | 

Who'can fupport the Pleafure; andthe Pain? 

Here their foft Magick thofe two Syrens try, 

And if we liften, or but look, we dy, 

Why fhould we then the wondrous Vales admire, 

Of Orpheus Numbers, or of Ampbion’s Lyre? 

Behold thisScene of Beauty, and confefs 

The Wonder greater, and the Fiction lefs. 

Like Human Viétims here we are decreed 

‘To worhhip thofe bright Altars vvhere vve bleed. 

Who braves his Fate in Fields, muft tremble here : 

Triumphant Love more Vaflals makes than Fear. 

No Faction Homage to the Fair denies, 

The Right Diyine’s apparent ia their Byes. 
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That Empire's fix’d, that’s founded in Defire ; 
Thofe Fires the Veftals guard, can ne’er expire. 


ree 


mm een 


Verfes written laft Summer at Althrop 
by the Lord Hallifax, in a blank Leaf 
of a Waller, upon feeng Vandyke’s 
Picture of the old Lady Sunderland. 


J Andyke had Colour's, Softnefs, Fire, and Art, 
W hen the fair Sanderland inflam’d his Heart. 

Waller had Numbers, Fancy, Wit and Fire, 
And Sachariffa was his fond Defire. 
Why then at A/throp feem her Charms to faint, 
In thefe fweet Numbers, and that glowing Paint? 
This happy Seat a fairer Miftrefs warms ; 
The fhining Offspring has eclips’d her Charms : 
The different Beauties in one Face vve find ; 
Soft Amoret with brightelt Sachariffa join'd. 
As high as Nature reach’d, their Art could foar ; 
But fhe ne’er made a fintfh’d Piece before. 


es 


Upon the fame Subject ; by a Boy of Fif- 
teen, at Weftminfter School. 


qr. happy Days was Sacharifas Reign, 
When Beauty fhone, and did not fhine in vain. 
The Sons of Art could all her Charms exprefs, 
And rival Nature in the faireft Drefs. 


Vandyke 
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Vandyke and Waller, watm’d with equal Fire, 
Touch’d the foft Canvas, and the fofter Lyre ; 
And the fair Nymph defies the Pow’r of Time 
In living Colours, and immortal Rhyme. 

At Altbrop now we fee a brighter Flame, 
And Sachariffa ftoops to Churchil’s Fame. 
But where’s the'skilful Hand that can prefent 
Her matchlefs Form in Numbers, or in Paint ? 
Arts that are rais'd and cherifh’d by the Fair, 
By too great Excellence opprefs’d, defpair 
W hile meaner Faces triumph over Fate, 
Superior Beauty has a shorter Date. 
Yet happy Churcbil, that fhe can’t live long 
In Kneller’s Oil, or Hallifax’s Song. 


On the Duke of Savoy's declaring 
againft France. 


Los has great Lewis form’d the vaft.Defign, 
Enropa’s Liberty to undermine. 

Some he has conquer’d in the Field of War, 
Tho ftill himfelf he kept from Dangers far. 
Others by Bribes he has his Vaffals made ; 

But moft of all by Breach of Faith betray’d. 
Sov reigns in Battel fam’d for Sums of Gold, 
Their People, Country, and themfelves have fold. 
Ev'n Savoy’s Duke his Neck did feem to bow, 
And tacitly an univerfal Throne allow. 

But O! how hard a thing it is to find 

A Prince, whom common Principles can bind ! 

By the Example of his Silk-worms taught, 
T’expire in Fetters which himfelf had Eacareh 
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Of elevated Rank they can defpife 

Thofe feeble Chains we call Relizious Ties: 

For Int relt Savoy, the French fide-did’ take, 

For Intereft.as bravely did forfake. 

The Monarch thus deceiv'd, cry*doutin Rage, 
( Which Manteno herfelf, could:not aflwage : ) 
What! can.the Plains of Lombardy produce 

# Genius equal to the’ Flower de Luce ? 

Can therebe-near the. d/ps a Hero found, 

Who {corns to be ‘by Oaths and “Treaties bound ? 
A Man of Royal Mould? who wifely knows 
That Heav’n does laugh at Kings and Lovers Vows ? 
My happy Reign ‘has feen its fixtieth Year, 
Treaties and Leagues have been my conftant care, 
Which none eer knew more artfally to make, 
Nor with more Skilland Judgment whento-break-: 
This darling Talent none e’er call’d in doubr, 
Tho they have dard my Courage to difpute. 
Then Lewis fall! then be forever: dumb ! 

For fure thy fatal Period is come, 

When keeping Faith betrays: thee-———. 


The Ti oafters. 


Lady Wharton. 


Wie Fove to Ida did the Gods invite, 

And in immortal Toaftings:pafs'd the Night, 
With more than Bowls of Neftarthey. were blefs’d, 
For Venus was the Whacten of the Feaft. 


Lady 


| 
| 
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Lady Effex, 


The braveft Hero, and the brightelt Dame 
From Belgia’s happy Clime Britannia drew 3 
One pregnant Cloud we find does often frame 
The awful Thunder and the gentle Dew. 


Lady Effex. 


To Effex fill the fprightly Wine, 
The Health’s engaging and Divine: 
Let pureft Odours {cent the Air, 
And Wreaths of Rofes bind our Hair. 
In her chafte Lips thefe blufhing lie, 
And thofe her gentle Sighs fupply. 


Dutchels of St. Albans. 


The Saints above'can ask, but not beftow ; 
This Saint can give all Happinefs below. 


Duatche of St. Albans. 


The Line of Vere fo long renown’d in Arms, 

Concludes with Luftre in St. Aibans Charms : 

Her conqu’ring Eyes have made their Race com- 
leat 3 

They rofein Valour, and in Beauty fet. 


Lady Adary Churchill. 


Faireft and lateft of the beauteous Race, . 

Bleft with your Parents Wit, and her firft bloom- 
ing Face ; 

Born with our Liberties in Widsam’s Reign, 

Your Eyes alone that Liberty reftrain. 
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Lady Hyde. 


The God of Wine grows jealous of his Art, 
He only fires the Head, but Hyde the Heart. 
The Queen of Love looks on, and fimiles to fee 
A Nymph more mighty than a Deity. 


Lady Sunderland. 


All Nature’s Charms in Suaderland appear, 
Bright as her Eyes, and as her Reafon clear : 
Ver ftill their Force, to Men not fafely known, 
Seems undifcover’d to herfelf alone. 


Lady Harriet Godolphin. 


Godolphin’s eafy and unpractis’d Air 

Gains without Art, and governs without Care. 
Her conqu’ring Race with various Fate furprife ; 
Who fcape their Arms, are Captives to her Eyes. 


Dutchefs of Richmond. 


Richmond has. Charms that continue our Claim 
To lay hold of the Toaft that belongs tothe Name. 


Dutchefs of Bolton. 


Love’s keenéft Darts are charming Bolton's Care, 
Which the fair Tyrant poifons with. Defpair. 
The God of Wine the dire Effect forefees, 
And fends the Juice that gives the Lover Eafe. 


Lady Harper. 


In Harper all the Graces fhine; 
Gay as our Myrth, and fparkling as our Wine, 
Here’s to the Fair — Were Poyfon in the Cup, 
Might fhe be ble{s’d, thus would I drink it up. : 
Lady | 


When Claverine’s namd, then toafting is his Drink, 
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Lady Manche fter. 
While haughty Gallia’s Dames that {pread 


O’er their pale Cheeks an artful Red, 
Behold this beauteous Stranger there, 
In native Charms divinely fair 5 
Confufion in their Looks they fhow’d, 


And with unborrow’d Blufhes glow’d. 


Mrs. Barton. 
Stamp'd with her reigning Charms, this Standard= | 
| Glafs Wa 
Shall current through the Realms of Bacchus pafs 3 | 
Full fraught with Beauty fhall new Flame impart, HT 
And mint her fhining Image on the Heart. 


Mrs. Digby. 
Why laughs the Wine with which this Glafs is 
crownd ? 
Why leaps my Heart to hear this Health go round ? 
Digby warms both with Sympathetick Fires ; 
Fer Name the Glafs, her Form my Heart infpires. 


Mrs. Digby. 


No wonder Ladies that at Court/appear, 

And in Front-Boxes fparkle all the years _ 

Are chofen Toafts; twas Dighy’s matchlefs Frame, 
That Ca/far-like but faw and overcame. 


Mrs. Claverene. 


Such Beauty join’d with fuch harmonious Skill, 
Muft doubly charm, then doubly let us fill. 
If Mufick be Love’s Food, as Lovers think, 
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Mrs. Tempeft. 
Venus contending for the Golden Bail, 
Us'd Hellen’s Charms to bribe her Judg withal : 
Had fhe been blefs’d with Tempef’s brighter Eyes, 
Unborrow’d Beauty would have gain’d the Prize. 


Mrs. Tempeft. 
If perfect Joys from perfec Beauty rife, 
View Tempeft’s Shape, her Motions and her Eyes: 
Undoubted Queen of Love, but Honour’s Slave ; 
While thoufands languifh fhe but one can fave- 


Mrs. Long, 


Fill the Glafs; let th’Hautboys found, 

While bright Zong’s Health goes round : 

With eternal Beauty bleit, 

Ever blooming, ftill the beft ; ‘ 
Drink your Glafs, and think the reft. 


Mrs. Di-Kirk, 
Fair written Name, but deeper in my Heart, 
A Diamond cannot cut like @wpid’s Dart. 
Quickly the Cordial of her Health apply ; 
For when I ceafe to toaft bright Kirk, I die. 


Mrs. Di-Kork. 
So many Charms Ds-Kirk furround, 
Tis pity fhe’s unkind, 
Her conqu’ring Eyes not feeing Wound, 
As Love darts home tho blind. 
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Mrs. Brudenel, 


Imperial Funo gave her matchlefs Grace; 
And Hebe’s youthful Bloom adorns her Face 3 
Bright as the Star that leads the Heav’nly Hoft, 
Brudtnel precedes the Glory of the Toaft. 


Mrs. Bradenel. 


Look on the lovelieft Tree that fhades the Park, 
And Brudenel you will find upon the Bark. 
Look on the faireft Glafs that’s fill'd the moft, 
And Brudenel you will find the darling ‘Toatt. 
Look on her Eyes, if you their Light can bear, 
And Love himfelf you'll find fit toafting there. 


Mademofelle Spanherm. 


Admir’d in Germany, ador’d in France, 

Your Charms to. brighter Glory here advance ; 
The ftubborn Britans own your Beauties Claim, 
And with their Native Toafts enroll your Names 


Dutchefs of Beaufort: 


Offspring of a Tuneful Nre, 
Bleft with more than mortal Fire ; 
Likenefs of a Mother's Face, 
Bleft with more than mortal Grace: 
You with double Charms furprize, 
With his Wit, and with her Eyes. 


Lady Carli/le. 
Carlifle’s a Name can ev'ry Mufe.in{pire; 
To Carjifle fill the Glafs, and tune che Lyre. 
With his lov’d Bays the God of Day fhall crows 
A Wit and Luftre equal to hrs own. 


Le 
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Lady Carlifle. 


Behold this Northern Star’s aufpicious Light, 
Our fainter Beauties fhine not half fo bright. 
Form’d to attract, yet certain to repel, 

Her Charms are but fhe guards ’em well. 


Lady. Carhifle. 


She o’er all Hearts and Toafts muft reign, 
Whofe Eyes outfparkle bright Champain 
Or when fhe will vouchfafe to fmile, 

The Brillant that thus writes Carlile. 


Lady Carlifte. 


At once the Sun and Carlifle took their way, 
To warm the frozen North, and kindle Day ; 
The Flowers to both their gladCreation ow’d, 
Their Virtue he, their Beauty the beftow’d. 


Lady Bridgwater. 


All Health to her, in whofe bright Form we find 
Excefs of Charms with native Meeknefs join’d ; 
Whofe tender Beauty fafe in Virtues Care, 
Springs from a Race fo fruitful of the Fair, 

That all Antiquity can boaft no more, 

For Venus and the Graces were but four. 


Mrs, Dafhwood. 
Fair as the blufhing Grape fhe ftands, 
Tempting the Gath’rers ready hands ; 
Bloffoms and Fruit in her together meet, 
As ripe as Autumn, and like April {weet 


Lady 


| Vol. Ill. State-Affairs. 405 


Lady Carlifle. 


Great as a Goddefs, and of Form Divine, 

Our Heads we bend, and all our Hearts refign : 
Like Heav’n fhe rules with an Imperial Sway, 
And teaches to adore and to obey. 


Mrs. Duznch. 


O. Dunch! if fewer with thy Charms are fir’d, - 
Than when by Godfrey’s Name thou walt admir’d 3 
°Tis not that Marriage makes thee feem lefs fair, 
But then we hop’d, and now we muft defpair. 


Mrs. Danch. 


Fair Danch’s Eyes fuch radiant Glances dart, 

As warm the coldeft Bofom with Defire : 

Thofe Heay’nly Orbs muft needs attract the Heart, 
Where Churchill’s Sweetnefs foftens Godfrey’s Fire. 


Mrs. Guibbons. 


Could Grecian Mafters from the Shades return, 
To copy Guibbens, *twould advance their Art; 
There’s never made but one with Paflion burn, 
But his beft Venws conquers ev’ry Heart. 


Mrs. Nichola. 


Unrival’d Nichola, whofe victorious Eyes 
Love for a Place of Arms with Darts fupply'd, 
Does on the Toafters like fair Phebe rife, 

To rule their Wines, and Paflion’s mighty Tide. 


Mrs. Barton. 


Beauty and Wit ftrove each in vain, 
To vanquifh Bacchus and his Train; 
Dd 3 But 
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But Barton with fuccefsful Charms 
From both their Quivers drew her Arms ; 
The roving God his Sway refigns, 


AF 
Cc Ty 


And awfully fubmits his Vines. 


Lady Orrory, 


Here clofe the Lift, here end the Female Strife, 
View her the Dawn of Heav'n, and Joys of Life. 
Nature to warm the World into Defire, 

Makes Dorfet’s Charms in her foft Sex confpire, 
His youthful Form, and his immortal Fire. 


Lady Orrory. 


Phebw, from whom this Fair her Wit derives, 
No Toait beholds, tho round the World he drives, 
That charms fo much, or has fuch Conqueft won, 
As this bright Daughter of his Darling Son. 
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The Witchcraft. 


m YO wonder Winds more dreadfal are by far 
N Than all the Lofles of a twelve years War. 
No wonder P——tes.do the Church betray, 
And St-—men vote, and att a different way. 
No wonder Magick Art furrounds the Th—-, 
Old Mother ¥—-zaes in her Gr—e is known. 
©ld Englands Genias roufe, thefe Charms difpel, 
Burn but the Witch, and all is well, 
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Orpheus and Margarita. 


Ail tuneful Pair! Say by what wond’rous 
Charms 
One {cap’d from Hell, and one from Greber’s Arms, 
When the foft Thracian ftruck the trembling Strings, 
The Winds were hafh’d, and furl'd their ruffling 
Wings : 
And fince the tawny Tu/can rais’d her Strain, 
R—k furls his Sails, and dozes on the Main 
Treaties unfinifh’'d in the Office fleep, 
And .Sh——el yawns for Orders on the Deep. 
Thus equal Charms an equal Conqueft claim, 
To him high Woods and bending Timber canes 
To her fhrub H——-s and tall N—-—™. 


PALLAS. 


Allas deftructive to the Trojan Line, 
Raz’d their proud Walls, tho built with Hands 
Divine ; 
But Love's bright Goddefs with propitious Grace, 
Preferv’d a Hero to reftore the Race: 
So the fam’d Empire where the Jber flows, 
Fell by Eliza, and by dana rofe. 
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The Aultrian Eggle. By Adr. Stepney. 


T Anna's Call the Aufrian Eaple flies, 
Bearing her Thunder to the Southern Skies ; 
W here a rafh Prince, with an unequal fway, 
Inilames the Region, and mifguides the Day ; 
Till the Ufarper from his Chariot burl?d, 
Leaves the true Monarch to command the World. 
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The Prologue, by way of Dialogue, between 
Heraclitus Ridens, the Obférvator, 
and hy Countryeman., 


‘. Powel, Mr. Booth, 


and Mr. Pack. 


Her acl, 

Ell—Since we are met, our Bufinefs is to try 
Which is the better Subject, you or I; 
You that by clipping Exglifh, clip the Throne, 
Or] that Regal Power extenfive own ? 

Obferv. | 
Thou Slave to Scepters, hug thy pleafing Chains, 
And under no Reftriction publith Reigns ; 
Make Crowns unlimited, unqueftion’d be, 
And blame the Queen’s beft Friend, in blaming me; 


- 


Thy 
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Thy weak Productions nothing fertile yield, ve 
Nor haft thou dig’d like me in Learning’s Field. ie 
Heracl, ! og 

The Queen? Omention not that Sacred Word ! 

Thou mean’ft the People for thy Sovereign Lord, 
The {cum of which thou Factioufly would’ft raife, 
And blend with Royalty by dint of Praife. 
But thy -Defigns wii] unfuccefsful prove, 
She ftands poflefs’d of Power as well as Love, 
Has thofe thac guard her Rights with watchful H 
And fees an Enemy ina Friend’s Difguife. (Eyes, 
Countr, 

Ane pleafe your Worfhip—How this Fellow i 
He and his -4rguments for four Eftates ; (prates, | 
Down with the Beaft of Burden with his Pack, 
And lay him, like Fobn’s Wife, upon his Back. 
Hark you, Friend, whence is this Prefumption 
| have a hugiousmind torub you down; (grown? 
But that would hinder the Defizn in view, 

It ismy Mafter’s Task to conquer you. 
Odfery, 

On Chops of Logick, have I lately fed, 

And quoted far more Books than e’er I read 
Have I pretended Bratton to perufe, 

And made the Laws their Explanation lofe ; 
And yet dar’ft thou my Knowledg to decry, 
And with my Learned Ob/fervations vie ? 

Oh! Barlipton, furnith me with Senfe, 

And be my Advocates both Mood and Tenfe ; 
Affert my Canfe, and Fallacies provide, 7 
To yindicate my dear Republick Side, 

As I with Major and. with Adinor rife, 
And call the Champion forth to fyllogize. 

. Heracl, | | 

Itake the Combat, and accept the Strife s 
And inthe Crown’s behalf would wager Life ; 
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AsI with Loyal Soul defy thy Spleen, 
And all my Wifhes center in the Queen 5 
The Queen defcended from fo juft a Line, 
That makes her Claim,as are her Thoughts Divine. 
Obferv. 
Thus by the help of Avalitick Senfe, 
And five Pair of True-blue Predicaments 5 
I lay down this for Truth in form Categ— 
And vvith Affirmative oppofe your Weg. 
Thofe that Create, may their own Creature blame, 
And call him to account, vvhen loft to fhame - 
But Kings their Rights from our Creation take, 
Therefore we may account with Kings we make. 
Herael, 
Your Major’s falfe, asis your A4snor bold, 
And you Pofitions moft audacious hold : 
Kings cannot Err like thofe of Vulgar Soul, 
All they muft needs farpafs, that all controul. 
Obfery. 
If the Queen holds her Title from our Choice, 
aa Then Kings are made Eleétive by our Voice ; 
ve But Engli(h'Senates call’d her to the Throne, 
| Therefore Crown’d Heads muft our Election own, 
be Heracl. (Dame, 
dal Grant that their Choice confirm’d the Royal 
‘i Their Choice vvas not precedent to her Claim. 
| From Stuarts Race the Mighty Princefs {prung; 
ni A Race that ever fhall demand my Song ; 
That has her Herees and her Martyrs giv’n, 
And vvith unnumber’d Princes peopled Heav'n 5 
Tho blacken’d by thy Pen, their Deeds are ftau’d, 
And thou no Hero:own’ft, or AZantyrreign’d:' 
We Obferv. | 
ene Think of my Wrongs, and I muft ftand excus’d, 
How has thatPamily our Se@ abus'd! 


Sap- 
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Supprefs'd our Hopes, and our Ambition quell’d, 
And Force by Force unhappily repell’d. " 
How from Sedition has this Land been purg’d, 
And I my felf been fentenc’d to be fcourg’d ? 
Fin’d for High-Treafon, more than { could pay, 
And clofeconfin’d vvith all this Tympany of Clay. 
; Heracl. 
Thy Wrongs do’ft call what thow fhouldit term 
thy Crimes; 
Thou {candal to the paft and prefent Times ; 
Thou Wefferm Rebel, undeferving Grace, 
Deform’d in Soul, and horrible in Face. 
Thou Reprobate from factious Parents fprung, 
Whofe Father taught for what thy Sponfe’s hung. 
That Prince was gracious, as his Birth was True, 
And ne’re did more amifs than fparing you. 
Had he but granted what you humbly foughte, 
And hane’d you like your Kinfman for your Fault, 
You had not liv’d to deal about your Spleen, 
And wrong him dead in his Remains the Queen. 
Obferv. 3 

Dare but affert what thou haft lately {poke, 

Slanghter’s the Word, and wait th’ impending 
Stroke ; 
With Hand and Heart erected fee me Frown, 
The People I affirm fhould awe the Crown. 
Fleracl. 

Thy Frowns and Smiles I equally defpife, 
He that talks moft of Fighting ofcneft flys: 
Cowards are ever Champions in Pretence, 
As Fools in their Opinion Men of Senfe. 
Boaft of thy Courage vvhere there’s none to fight, 
Neither thy Pes nor Staff’ can do thee Right. 
What haff thon not Malignant daily [pread ? 
How not defans’d the Living with the Dead? 
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By thee twice Martyr’d Royal Charles s known, 
And more than twice exil'd his Faplefs Son s 
Injur'd, Traduc’din Perfon and in Fame, 
And impioufly deny'd a Subjeti 's Claim 5 
Tho he might undifturb'd én filence reft, 

And having fuffer'd bere, in Death be blefs'd. 
By thee the Grand daughter's precarious made, 
Able to govern us without thy Aid ; 

Wife as {he’s Fuft, and providently Good, 

To fave ber Peoples Treafure with their Blood, 


Obferv, 
Thou bale High. flier, and T antivy Fiend, 
Me Dar’ft thou to Popifh Afhes be a Friend ? 
Know I’ inform, for] am skill’d in Harms, 
i And when my Foes appear can found Alarms ; 
{i Can Swear, accufe the Perfons that areclear, 
aA And make great Men "fore greater Men appear. 


Heracl, 
Well have I known thy Condudét and thy Life, 
Ever contending thou art ftill at Strife ; 


i | 
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in all Conditions infamous and loofe, 

Ready to burft with Hatred and Abufe ; 

inlearn’d, yet others eager to direct, 

Pe The Layftall to receive the Offals of thy Set ; 

es Whole idle Schemes thy hungry Labours lard, 
And aim at Governments they fay they guard. 


Country, 
{ faith, the Man talks notably, and vvell, 
And like my Team’s Forehorfe will bear the Bell; 
*Slite, I could almoft venture to defert, 
And with this Oaken Towel take his part. 
And fo I vvill— You, Mafter, may be gone, 
Good Night-——You are no more tovifit Joas— 


Dine 
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| Dine at my Farm, or feed on Roaft and Boil'd, 
That have my Loyalty and Truth defil’d. 

[Here the Country-man walks off, 

and compliments Heraclitus. } 


Obferv. 
On pain of Scandal ifluing from my Pen, 
Return to thy old Principles agen ; 
If thou wouldit follow Precepts Juft and Right, 
| Without the odious Name of 7acobite. 
Not that I vvant Affiftance to defend 
Thofe Arguments no Cafuift can mend 5 
But for thy good thefe Precepts I beftow, 
| Therefore thy wonted Prudence wifcly fhow: 
Like the bright Moon at Midnight I appear, 
And unconcern’d my wonted Lufter wear ; 
Tho barking Curs offended at my Light, 
Bawl at my Splendor with fucceflefs Spight. 
Country. 

Hey day! You’re fit indeed to teach us Rules, 
And to make Saints of Men, and Men of Fools, 
That fteal from Sign-pofts, and Reproachcs take 
From Honfes fam’d for Cuftard, and for Cakes 
There’s not a Prentice-boy,but knows from whence 
You borrow this bright Argument of Senfe, 
That has on Farthing Pies on Sunday fed, 

And on the Houfes Sign thefe Lines has read : 
Ye bawling Dogs, why bark you fo, 
Since lam high, and you are low? 

Heracl, 

Fear not, my Friend, his Do¢trines to Difclaim, 
Yours will the Credit be; and histhe Shame 5 
For Crimes are pafs’d Repentance will fuffice, 
Then as you've been inveterate, be’ wife’; 

Be watchful for th’ Eftablifh’d Church and State, 

And pay Allegiance where you paid your hate. 
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Country, 

And fol will——But firft it is but fit, 

He that has thus feduc’d me, fhould be beat. 

Villain, away —- No more Sedition prate, 

Spite of thy bulky Club I'll thwack thy Pate. 

Hence in an Inftant to thy Garret gang, 

And like defpairing Judas, laugh and hang *. 

He’s gone —-— Now Matter, | efpoufe your Caufe; 

And ama Convert to the Throne and Laws. 
Heracl. 

Protect them ftill,ye Powers that both maintain, 
And make them fiourifh in this glorious Reign, 
The beft of Queens, and moft belov’d of Names, 
The beft of Subjects, and of Withes claims. 


* Beats him off the Stage. 
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The Epilogue upon the Obfervator. 
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Spoken by Mr. Powell. 


hee Stage has been, and yet improv’d hall rife, 
Inftructive to your Ears and toyour Eyes; 
Tho factions Pens induftrious to their Shame, 
Againft its Precepts, and its Ufe declaim 3 
Well knowing that Our Scenes. Ther, Vice expofe, 
And Comedy put down, Rebellion rofe. 

Thus *twas.in Crommel’s Regicidal Days, 
Th? Ufurper could not bear-the Stings of Plays 3 
Goodnefs they,caught, when Goodnefs he’d abufe, 
And with the. Sovereign was. exid the Mufe : 
And thus ‘twould be again, were Crommel’s Friends 
Suffer’d once more.to gain their hateful Ends 5 
Religion 
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Religion with the Drama would decline, 
And things Immoral elbow things Divine. 

Oh ! were he here,that’s made the Party’s Scribe, 
With all the ftarvling Authors of the Tribe, 
Aw’d by your Charms, his Scandal he’d difown, 
And humbly for Offences paft atone ; 

As inthis Circle, beauteous to the view, 

He might fee Virtues fhine in feeing you ; 
Tho now he Pria and Calvin weekly gleans, 
And damns his Paper to condemn our Scenes. 

E’en let the Fool goon, and faarling grin, 
And turn Reformer when he’s funkin Sin 5 
Like Holy Cheatsin' Times of Forty One, 

Who with Heav’ns Name their hellifh War begun, 
Prophanely call’d upon all piercing Eyes, 

To fee’em again{ Heav ns Vice-gerent rife, 

As from bis Pen Sedition falls in Show’rs, 

His Charatter’s fo low, *twil heighten omrs. 

Yet shall the Wretch not unregarded Rail, 

Bloated and gorg’d with Impudence and Ales 

But tobe fam’d for what he uw, be fhewn 

As Monfters are expos’d to all the Town: 

For he can none but Monfters Tempers fhare, 

That frarts not to calummiate what u fairs 

That flights the Beanteotws and defames the Great, 

By calling where you fit, the Devil’s Seat. 

Flow can this ve the Place the Scribler means ? 

I fee no Presbyterian at eur Scenes, 

No Commonwealthseman with Geneva Grace, 

And all the Saints aflembled in his Face. 

fold, let me. fee — not one in alltbe Pit —— 

Except fome eighteen Pennymen of Wit-—— 

Sure all the Malice he profufely vents, 

Aims at the Tipling-houfes he frequents ; 

Where Smoak, and Derby, Oaths and Nonfenfe reign, 
Fit Places for a Sait of Godly ftrain 5 
Wherg 
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Where Anarchy confusrdly takes its Seat, 
Andhe fees that in Little, he would fee in Great. 

It muft be fo, for nothing elfe could make 
So mean, fo [candalous and empty Rake, 

So voidof Senfe, impertinent and dull, 

With allthe Partys vacancy of Scul, 

That ne'er admitted Modejty or Wir, 

Or the leaft Interval of Learning hit, | 
That pores o’re Statutes, Statutes to pervert, 
And {hew his want of Nature and of Art. 

You that are here, canthe beft Anfwers make; 
An Audience flings the Scoundrel on his Back ; 
Ina full Houfe his [gnorance will be fhown, 
And the Malignant’s weak Endeavours known 3 
And a full Houle is in his Audience gain’d, 
That leflens Arguments by him maintain’d ; 
Tho he perfifts malicious in his Tongue, 

And fteals from Regicides that juftly bang. 


Let him write on, Your Favour’s our Defence, 
Well knows the Fool to wage a War with Senfe, 
To ftrike at-what does bafe Rebellion blante, 

And pays the Regal Throne the Regal Claim 5 

In your Support we no Afliftance want, 

Nor dread the Wooden Tool with Wooden Plants 
Puni(h’d is he with fcarcity of Brains, 
And Penury of Goodnefs for his Pains ¢ 
Fuft like a Fiend, who in Diftrattion lies, 
And curfes Heav'n to which he cannot rife « 
As in Your finiles all Goodnefs he farveys, 
And finks bimfelf veyond the reach of Praife. 
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A Prologue fent to Mr. Row, tobi new 
“Pia. calld, The Fair Penicent. 
Defign'd to he fpoken. by Mr. Better- 


P | 
ton, but refus'd. 


Eft & in Ob{cenos deflexa Tragedia Rifws. 


Ovid. 


Ores fet out Bills, Fack: Pudding makes He= 
Crangues, 

And Thief, at Tyburn, {peaks before he hangs: 

I pray you then give Ear to what I fay, 

For thisto me is Execution-day. 

Tyburn the Stage is, Boxes, Galleries, Pit, , 

Where You, our Judges, and our Hangman fit $ 

Of Nonfenfe tender, tho fevere to Wit. 

To day we fear you not, we've hic your Tait, 

And when that’s pleas’d, we cannot fure be cait. 

Meanly contented wich the vulgar Way, 
Some make the Heroine, Virtuous ina Play. 
But the bold tragic Genins of our args 3 


y 


With Novelty refolves t’ oblige the A 

And with a* Heroine Punk the L vadies aif engage 

He fromthe Stock, the PROSTITUTE tr an{plants, 
And {wells the bumble Whore with Buskiu’d Rants. 
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* The Heroine of bis Play lies with a Fellow before Mar- 
viage, continues the Intrigue two Years after, and % propos’d 
as the Pidure of the Ladies by the Author, &c, 
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His Whore, indeed, repents the flippery Fault 5 

But, like the ref, ic is not, till fhe’s caught. 

She is not forry, that fh’ has plaid the Whore, 

But that, difcover’d, fhe can do’t no more. 

Thus, while his Punk his Buskins boldly Ramps, 

Like Bajazet, his Hero cuckol’d ftares and ftamps- | 
He with no Lawrel Wreaths his Brow adorns, 
But, while thofe vulgar Ornaments he (COS, 
Above his Bre thren he exalts his Horns. 
Confederate Cuckolds then come Clap this Play ! 
Our lucky Bard devotes to You this Day. 

No* Doodle, * Dafhwood, * ufos is here, 

Or any of the puny Race, that usd t’ appear. 


The Cuckold now aflumes a haughtier Air, ! 
With brandifh’d Dagger {tabs the yielding Fair, A 
So little Wormar x by -allty 8 his Care. 

Ye horned Her« from NV apphee to Whitebal, 
Approach, in ; at mph, he invites You all ; 


So {trong a Party m ade" he cannot fear his Fall, ; 
Some envious Critic here perhaps exclaims, 

If you fhou’d punifh thus the City- Dames, 

You'd make a Defolation in the Land, 

And Bars, and Counters, would an furnill d ftand, 

But, Ladies, you with Eafe that Fear remove, 

If you ufe Caution in the Thefts of Love: 

Gince only fhe that’s caught that-Punifhment will 

( prove. 

yanger adds Fewel to the amorous Fire, 

ki d Difficulties only raife Defire. 


Befides, paft Merits you fhou d not defpife, 
For + Solomon, and || Wiliam in difguife, 
Ee om n hits lov’d Pen regal’ d your Ears and Eyes. 


oe 


* The Comic Cuckolds, whichthe Stage till now only knew. 
i Int the Step- -Mother. {| Tamerline. 
What 


ees 
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What tho nor -4rt, nor Nature, there were found, ah 
He {corns by dre or Nature to be bound. Hit 

_ Let others toil beneath the Load of Thought 

Of what is Fu, what Natural, what not ; ae 
They’re dull, mechanic Things, below Regard, Ci 
From fuch a Bold, and fucha Lucky Bard. 
Uncumber’d with thofe Fetters ftill he'll write, 

While Ignorance enfures his hood-wink’d flight. 

He fears no Danger, for he none forefees, it 
In bappy Ignorance fecure to pleafe, it 
Without their Foreign Aid, thr Indulgent Town, 

With Heroes, and with Language, all his own. 
The hooded Falcon, fo, in haft let fly, 
Tow’rs {wift aloft, undaunted, to the Sky, 
With upright Wing, tillloft to humane Eye. 


ny 


From THRONES he /auntring,talring Heros 2 


(chofe, 
But for an active Heroine now rakes the 
(STEWS; ‘ 
And whence he’l fetch theNext—he only knows, 


Yet *Cre/well, fure, of infamous Renown, 

Or fome more antique Matron of this Towr, 
May reafonably next invoke his Pen, 

To do her Jufticeinhis LOFTY SCENE. 

Nor can fhe, fire, his Lofty Scene difzrace, 

Since Baud, in breeding, {till of W hore takes place. 
For Baud’s arriv’d to the grave Dottor’s State, Be 
While Whore is but an Under-Graduate ; . 
Baud’s maudlin Tone, from penitential Cart, Ec 
Like The/ps, founder of the Tragic Art, ‘ 
Moft have the Force to moveeach amorous Heart. 


* A famous Baud of 30 Years ago, 
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But what is it that Poets cannot do, 
Carefs’d by Us, and fo extoll’d by You ? 
T’ encourage MERIT nobly you difdain, ? 
Jt is Pedantick, and below your Vein ; C 
And faith, to tell the Truth, We love our Gain. 5 
As with the Sints, fo’tis, we find, with You, 
For here, alas! th’ Eleé are very few, 
Aud thofe without your Reafon, by your Will 
( fav’d too. | 
3 The lefs of Proper Merit they can boaft, 
ai) The more fecure they arefrom being loft. 


: While Farce and Bombaft,beft can pleafe the Age, 

i) We'll cook no other Difhes for the Stage. 

aa When to your Smiles juft Poets y’ admit, 
And flock in Shoals to ature, and to Wit ; 

All Poetafters then we will difcard, 

m And here encourage only the trae Bard, 
haan For, fure, in Us it muft feem Impudence, 

Hi To cherifh Aferit, and to play gaod Senfe, 
When from Your Taft we hope for all our Pence. 


Sa a | 


Epilogue 
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Frilogue to the Ladies, {poke by Mr.Wilks 
at the Mujick-Meeting in Drury-Lane, 
where the Englilh Woman-fings. Written 
by Mr. Manwaring upon the occafton 
of their both finging before the Queen and 
K. of Spain at Windlor. 


Since the late Trial of the tuneful Pair ; 
Your Country’s Friends, you love the Native Strains 
Of Mufick here, where England’s Genius reigns. 
In other Walls tho Harmony be found. 
You know it’s foreign, and difdain the Sound. 


V Ith Joy we fee this Circle of the Fair, 


‘Who haunt new Conforts, Faction would create, 


And are Diflenters in -Apollo’s State : 

They fhun our Stages where he keeps his Court, 

And to fome gloomy Meeting-houfe refort. 

While you with Duty own his rightful Canfe, 

And guard this Place eftablift’d by his Laws. 
But now your Charms a nobler Task purfue, 

And Spain a Revolution waits from You ; 

That blooming Hero you at Courts admir’ds 

In Arms muft triumph, by your Praifes fir’d: 

Succefs is Yours, and Victory inclines 

Still to that fide on which your Favour fhines. 

Mars will himfelf conduct our future Wars, 

When every Venu for this Prince declares ; 

When freely ferving this well-weigh’d Delign, 

Our Nation’s Treafure and its Beauty join. 


Ee 3 Yet 
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Yet when this happy Scheme by Wifdom wrought, 
Is by his Valour to Perfection brought; 

And his glad Subjects fhall their King receive, 
Grac’d with a Crown which Anne could give + 
Reflecting then what Wonders he had feen, 


ry} 


Phe Court, thefe Beauties, and our glorious Queen, 


a 

That warm Idea he fhall ftill retain, 

And think, tho feated on the Throne of Spain, 
ho with the Treafure of both Jndses crown d, 


He left a brighter Empire than he found. 


anima eae ere ee BR ER NE 
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eh oi Le Fn } [Fe eee . ay star 
Spoken. by the Genius of England. 


“7 \ 7 Hen thall I be at reft? will pleafing Peace 

V No more return to fmile on my Recefs ? 

Muft hateful Jars and dire Contentions reign» 
1-Cliurch Parties rule the Britifh Main ? 


net ot treet 
risjGs CJ ALS 
all Mother Church be ftill the {pecions Bait 


j A 

or crafty Villains to deftroy the Scate ? 

And will ve tamely with the Traitors fide, 

Who thus your Land. occafion'ly divide ? 

Will ye to. wreck ye Britans give the Realm, 

Whilft Baurb— Pilots fteer the yielding Helm ? 

Shall Faction dare to {pread its baneful Seed, 
4nd will no Patriot on the Monfter tread, 

To crufhto Atoms its afpiring Bead ? 

For fhame ye Brétans, now. yout Fends decline; 
Nor {wallow with fuch eafe a French Defign: 
Let your juft Rage upon your Foes be fhown, 
In Gallick Blood your juft Refentments,drown, 


* a 


But rend not with fuck Strife thé harmlefs Town. , 


Tis 
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Tis you, ye Tories, who this Heat foment, 
Railing at Millions by low Church-men fpent, f 
Whilft your dear felves have juft the fame intent. J 
This is the only difference can be feen, 
They fpent to keep th’French out, you'd {pend to 
let them in. 
Ye are the Church’s Bullies, who have made 
Such noife to have its Mint and Anice paid 4 
Whilft Clemency and Peace, its pureft Springs, 
Ye turn afide as idle ufelefs things. 
Too long, too long have your pernicious Wiles 
Been practis'd on this haplefs Land; your Smiles 
Sufpected grow; nayeen acommon Eye, ? 
Without a Glafs your Actions may defcry, ¢ 
Too deeply ting’d with Fraud and Villany. J 
Tell us the caufe of all your loud Complaints ; 
“We know you well, tho ye wou’d feem fuch Saints 5 
Papifts, Socinians, Atheifts, Arians, all 
Do for the Church unanimouily bawl. 

Alas, poor Church! how art thou fallen of late, 
When fuch as thefe muft prop thy finking State! 
Left honeft Whigs the Church fhould undermine ? 
And Anarchy fucceed —-~ -- —-.—~ 
Or, what they hate as bad, the lawful Line. 4 

Delude us then no more with idle Tales, 

But fay exprefly, that the Prince of W-— 
Ye to th’Imperial Power would advance, 
And bafely court the Grand Monarch of France. 

This, Tories, is your Aim, but learn to fear, 
Whilft my lov’d Britans Naffau’s Name revere 5 
The Throne fhail be fecure from fpurious Race, » 
And Perkin hall to Hanover give place, 


Ee 4 Pro- 


That in thefe dreadful Ifles a Female reigns. 


on 


Poole Jpoken at Court before the Queen, 
on her Mayeftys Birth-Day. 1703. 


C Hine fe sii - P lanets, with diftinguifh’d Light, 
J ASW hen ye hallow’d firft this Happy Night; 
Again tran eae yar Friendly Beams to Earth, 
pet when Britannta a Joy d for ANNAsS Birth, 
And thou, kinds’ stars whofe Tutelary Pow’r 
Guided the fnrure A0n arch’ S Natal Hour, 
hy Radiant Voyages for ever run; 
Only lef blefs'd than ta bia and the Sun: 
With thy fair Afpect {till ituftrate Heav’n, 
Kindly preferve what thou haft greatly giv “n. 
Thy Influence for thy 4NNA we implore ; 
pratdad'e one Life, and Britain asks no more. 
For what can Virtue more to Man exprefs, 
Than to be great in War, and good in Peace? 
W hat further ee ht of Blefling can we frame, 
Than that That Virtue fhould: be ‘till the fame ? 
Entire and fure the M narch’s Rule muft prove, 
We founds her Greatnefs on her Subjects Love; 
N ‘ho d oes our Homage for our Good require, 
An d orders that Shick we {kh sould firft defire. 
Our vanquifh’d Wills that pleafing Force obey ; 
jer G sotnels takes our Liberty away, 
re haughty Britain yields to Arbitrary Sway. 


Let the young Axffrsan then her Terrors bear, 


Great as He is er Delegate in War; 
Let bim in Thunder ee to both his Spains, 


Whilft 
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Whilft the bright Queen does on her Subjects a | 
fhow’r i 

The gentle Bleffings of her fofter Pow’r ; 

Gives glorious Morals to a vicious Age, 

To Temples Zeal, and Manners to the Stage : 

Bids the chafte Mufe without a Biufh appear, 

And Wit be that which Heav’n and fhe may hear. 


Minerva thus‘to Perfeus lent her Shield, 
Secure of Conqueft, fent him to the Field 5 
Told him how barb’rous Rage fhould be reftrain’d, 
And bid him execute what fhe ordain?d. 
Mean time the Deity in Temples fat, | 
Fond of her Native Grecians future Fate ; 
Taught ‘em in Laws and Letters to excel, | 
In acting juitly, and in writing well. 
Thus whilft the Goddefs did her Pow’r difpofe, 
The World was freed from Tyrants, Wars and 

Woes; 

Virtue was taughtin Verfe, and Athens rofe, 


The Fiiftory and Fall of the Conformity- 
Bul.» Being an excellent new’ Song, to 


the Tune of Chivy-Chatfe. | 


Gre blefs our gracious Sovereion ANNE, 
For fo I fhall her call, 

Who ruleth in ovr Englifh Land, 

An Englifh Heart withal. 
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The Prince, her Turtle Mate I trow, 
I alfo pray God blefs : 

And eke the Duke of AZarlborougk, 
Both his and +her good Grace. 


And now I think within this Realm 
I need pray for no more; 

For they who do fit at the Helm, 
Are two out of thefe four. 


And yet I mayn’t omit the Church, 
To pray forin my Pray'ts, 
Which has of late been left i’th’lurch 
By her own Sons and Heirs. 


i Ah Bifhops! Bifhops, you I mean, 

ai They fay you were poflefs’d, 

As one may fay, like Birds unclean, 
To foul thus your own Nett. 


For unto you a choice Bill came, 
Sent from the Commons Houfe, 

Rt ae And yet you did reject the fame, 

CRS As if not worth a Loufe. 


And now to tell.I do intend, 

How they this Bill did bring in, 
By that you'll find the very énd 

Of this my Tale’s beginning, 


Few happy in this World there are, 
And fewer .in the: next ; 

The firft Experience does declares 

The laft the Gofpel-Text. 
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And therefore fome Great Men.of Note, 
Whom I fhall name anon, 

Did in the Senate ftoutly vote 
For Chriftian Union, 


Now Confcience is a thing ‘we know 
Like to a Maftiff Dog, 

Which if ty’d up fo fierce hell grow, 
He'll bite his very Clog. 


Wherefore fome wifer Men than fome, 
Thought they could give good Reafon, 
How that this Bill juft now did come 
A little out of feafon. 


Diffenters they were to be prefs'd 
To go to Common-Prayer, 

And turn their Faces to the Eaft, 
As God were only there: 


Or elfe no placeof: Price or Truft 
They ever could obtain; 
Which fhews that Saying very juft, 

That Godlinefs.is Gain. 


Now fome I fay did’ think this hard, 
And ftrove with all their Might, 
That Subjects might not be debar'd 
Of Freedom, nor of Right. 


For who can think or Lord can care 
From whence the Voice! does found, 

Tho we fhould pray-as Seamen {wear, 

The Compafs Points around ? 
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Surehe, I fay, our Pray'rscan hears 
Whenever wedo call; 

For if fo be the Heart's fincere, 
Oh that is all in alk 


But yet to fee how’ the World goes, 
Right is by Might devourd$ 

And they who did this Bill oppose, 
Alas! were overpow’r’d. 


St, Stephen firft was in degree, 
That Perfecution felt 5 

And perfecuted fo was he, 
He better had been gelt. 


Oh ! better had it been for he, 
I'll fay while Lhave breath, 

Ten times unftoned for tobe, 
Than ftoned unto Death. 


But Jet that pafs, and mark me well 5 
tee For things unknown before, 
ae And ftrangeand true | now fhall tell, 
Or ne’er believe me more. 


How Stephen ftoned was you've heard 3 
Now co atone that. Guilt, 

ne A Chappel of thofe Stones‘isi rear’d, 

a By which his Blood was fpilt. 


And Stephen's Chappel is it height, 

And ftands’ in Weftminfter; 
Near to that place where wantof; fight 
Makes Juftice fometimes erris¢ 
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Now how thefe Stones make hard the Heart 
Of Burgefs, or of Knight; 

And -do by Influence impart 
Their perfecuting Spight 5 


It’s hard to tell the Caufe thereof, 
Like other Myfteries 5 

Nor would I aim at that, although 
That 1 were ne’er fo wife. 


But yet ’cis true, or tell me now, 
How could fuch Zeal infpire 
Sir E——- § r, or f-— H—~ 

Of Gloucefterfhire Efquire; 


With divers Men of lefler Note, 
Tho equal in Defert ; 

Who did their Voices for to ‘Vote, 
With Clamours loud exert. 


None of whofe Lives I think can boaft, 
That they have much Religion ; 

Or value more the Holy Ghoft 
Than Mahomet his Pigeon. 


Evn H—-y’s felf, 1 fay, would fcarce 
Be made a Smithfield Martyr; 

For proof, clap Faggots to his A——~ 
You'll find you've caught a Tartar. 


Now this fame Bill. compleatly: ‘cook’d, 
To the Peers Houfe is follow’d ; 

| And they who brought ie thither look’d 

Ie forthwith fthould be fwallow’d. 
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But as a hafty Pudding’s fpoilt, 
If there do fall fome Soot in’t 5 
Or if burnt to: So this was fpoil’d 
By Bifhop B——ts Poot in’t. 


For he with Toe Epifcopal 
Thereto gave fuch a Zeft, 

Their Lordfhips ftrait grew fqueamifh all, 
Nor could the fame digeft. 


In vain brisk V— did {peak, 
Who is fo tall and flim ; 
In vain did G — filence break, 
| Who is fo like to him. 


Their Words, alas! went for no more 
Than does the News of Grabfer, 

Or than in Commons Houfe before 
Went H——~s Voice the Shrubfter. 


The wife and valiant Lord of th’ North, 
Ny With little better Luck, 

Hoe In windy Words did blufter forth, 

+e So did his Grace of Buck, , 


For to tell Truth, fome Peers did {moke, 
That this fame Bill’s Progreffion’ 

Might by degrees at length have broke 
The Proteftant Suc—— on. » 


Such Snakes: imcGrafs: were for to bite 
Thofe who conld not difcern ’em ; 
Wherefore this: Bill was kick’d: out quite, 
Pro nunc & \fempiternum.)> : 
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Now God preferve our Queen, I fay, 
And grant her long to reign; 
And Ged keep Popery, I pray, 
On tv other fide the Main. 


[ And grant Presbytery may ftay, 
And all the canting Breed, 
For ever, and alfo for ay, 
On vother fide the Tweed, ] 
Sic Cecsnit 


Rob. Wifdom. 


Lackworth’s Lively Charaéter. 


T fhall be known how Lackworth came fo Great, 
And why he’s thought no better than a Cheat. 
He has more Faults than I'll pretend to tell; 
But this, his Mafterpiece, was hatch’d in Hell. 
His curs'd Addrefs, addrefs'd a Knight to be, 
None but himfelf could a& fuch Villany. 
And Now’s his time to get, and cheat a Wife, 
Which this State Quack did nicely to the Life. 
Madam, quoth he, the King will be more kind, 
Some: grand Imployment is for medefign’d 3 
And then anEarl, or Duke I fhalt be made: 
Fond to be great, thus greatly fhe’s betray’d, 
The M—Adventure next appears in VIEW § | 
What crowds of Fools into that Mine he threw : 
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Tho then or fince he ne’er was on the Spot, ¢ 
Yet cou’d cut out to every one his Lot, 

Thrice fifty thoufand Pounds by it he*as got. S 
Befides what by his Coals he makes a Year, 
Transfers and Ways which do not yet appear. 
This Pettyfogger thinks he cannot be 

Call’d to account by Law or Equity. 

But there’s a Parliament can give relief, 

To thofe who have beenrobb’d by fuch a Thief. 
And if thefe will not do, there’s one way more 
To make him, what he’as bafely got, reftore. 
Should any cheat me thus but of one Groat, 
They fhould repent, or elfe-———— 

But ftay my Mufe, and praife him if you can, 

He has done more than e’er was done by Man. 

Let none doubt that Philofophers of old 
Tranfmuted bafer Metals into Gold, 

Since this moft mighty Britan does much more, 
Into coin’d Gold tranfmutes the Name of Oar. 


Sean 


A Catalogue of Books to be foldby Auction 
near St. James's, 


I. AN Argument proving the Cevennois Re- 
bels. By E—of N 

>. Reafons for banifhing all Proteftant Diflenters, 
and for a.Comprehenfion between the Church 
of England and the Church of Rome. By Sir 
j—P . In Fol. | 

3, Solomen’s Fool, or the Art of Political Think- 
dag, Syl tons ip 2 Vol. 


rs. The 
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4. 
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The fortunate Pimp, A Novel, dedicated to 
to H— G—, by Mr. W—-——t opkpacr to 


* the Treafury. [In large Of ave. 
. The Excellency of) igeSnaift. By Si E— 


S—~-— in 3 Vol. 


. An Argument apain{t Periwigs, and the Ufe, 


Legality, and Beauty of Natural Hair: By 
H-- B-- Eig; G— D—- and Sir M— 
Dix 


. The great Advantage of early: Whoring, Ey 


Mrs S—— / -—-——~ 


. A Letter from Hell. By the Ld Chancellor 


Feferys to Ld C——- B— W-—- relating to 
Fames Taylor's {tanding in the Pillory. in 
Quarto, 

An’Encomiem on Temporizing, dedicated to 
AA FI 


ro. An Hiltorical Account of the great Actions, 


Il 


12, A Dialoguebetween Ch 


Fights at ngs and wonderful Knowledg of 
the prefent A — ty. By. G — Ge. 
Efqs, Dedicated toR —- H 


. The Method of poys’ning Saylors with ae 
© Provifions:'° By T— C —~ and H— V- 
Efqs; dedicated to the P —-—s Council. a 
3 Vol. 


t 0. 2! is 
Li N- - concerning the Picthpal 8 Leag ean 
Bedicated to the Parliament. 


#3. The wholk® Art of War, ‘of Bineudipine: 


Entrenching, Retreating, and Running away. 
By the Baron D’O~—-m. Dedicated to D., 


iM 


14. Of the Legitimacy of the Pr. of Wales. By 
ll. 


the Lady T-———— 


rs, The Hiftory of tlie Ragged Serpent. By Tho. 


E —Efq; late Commiflioner of Excife,and pre- 
Ff fent 
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fent’. Commiflionrr of the Daties on Salt. 2 
Vol. 

16, The Nature of Splitting Offices. By the R. 
H—- f— H— Dedicated to Wagadary. 
2 V ol, 

17. Ot Modefty and Temper of Mind. By the 
{ime Author, 

18. A Difcourfe of Political Divinity.. By the 
Reverend D. B—hb. Dedicated to the B. of 
L——.. 10\WVol. Folio. 
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A Catalogue of Books to be fold by Auktion 
at the City Godmothers m Mincine- 
jane, on the 29th of May next, being 
the Auniverfary of the Refiauration of 


Bleffed Memory. 


1, ©: Oap and Suds: or, The Ethiopians Addrefs 

.» to the Queen of Sheba, for a little, of her 
Majefty’s White- wath. | 

4, Fair-ptay: or, The H. of .G.. vindicated from 
the Charge of injuftice and Tyranny, in re- 
fufing anew Electionto the Town of AMdaid- 
frone in Kent, in 240. Written by the Right 
Honourable &. A. Sor to the, H. and C. 
and dedicated to the Kentifh Petitioners. 

The Eagle and Fly ; a Fable occafion’d by the 
H. of G. Order-for, taking the Obfervator in- 
to Cuftody : 

q. Puls in the Corner : or;, The,Old Game re- 

viv'd.. A Comedy, -asit was atted.in St. 

Stephen's 
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Stephen's Chappel by the H.of CG. Written 
by Heraclitus Ridens, and dedicated to larry. 
Ste F : | 

5. The ufefulnefs of Corinthian Brats. By the 
Right Honourable ¥. A. Efq; Dedicated to 
the Com——ler of her Majefty’s Houthold, 
10 vol. in Fol. | , 

6. The Tale of a Tub: or, The Art and Myfte- 
ry of poyfoning Reputations by Impeach- 
ments, without Profecution. Dedicated to 
theCommons. . ht 

7. A_Pindarick Ode in praife of Darknefs, clean 
Straw, and Water-gruel, Written for the 
Ufe of the H. of C. By Mr. Prior; at the 
defire of aNoble Pecr. In Fol. | 

8, The Excellency of Wooden-fhoos, Pottage 
and Fetters: To which is added the Ufeful: 
ne{sof an Inquifition in England, for the bet- 
ter Eftablifhment of High-Church. By Sir 
H, M. } 

9. Of Patience under Sufferings: In 5 vol. Octave: 
By H. St. F. Efq, occation’d by his lofing s00/. 
onthe Lords damning the Occafional Biil, 

1@. A Hymn to the Praife and Glory of High- 
Church. By Sir F. Pack——n. Dedicated to 
Sir Fon. Tre-—ay Bp of E . 

its The Art and Myftery of Gingerbread-mak- 
ing: or; Gingerbread improv’d 5 by the ins 
defatigable Care and Endeavour of the Low- 
er H. of Convocation , together with an Ac- 
count of their great Zeal for the Church and 
Religion. By Heraclitus Ridens; pg 

22. Paflive Obedience kicke to the Devil; by the 

| . Lower H. of Con. beitig an Account of 

| their humble-and dutiful .Carriage to the 

Upper Houle.» To which is added a Com- 
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parifon between the *firft Fathers of the 
Church, and the latter. * fn a Letter written 
by Mr. Febn Toland to Andrew Marvel Eig 
at his Manfion-houfe in Elyftum. 
Englangs Glory retriew'd : being a Congratu- 
ator on the fiznal Courage and Suc- 
cefs of t two great Commanders, the 
D.of At. and Sir G.&. Tranfated from 
t cioinal of AZoafieur Poulin, and dedi- 


O 


cated to the Suburbians of Wapping and Hock- 
leyin the Hole, in 240. 


he 
Sailing Orders; or, Battel without Blood- 
fed’: ‘Being part of fome Political Maxims 


Admiral Bembow deceafed, In 240. 

15. The Artof Secrecy. : By her Grace the D. of 
Ate “Dedicated to the Widow and‘Children 
of Monfieur Frenan; late Governour of Dun- 
ApeS Es 

16.-Of Humility and Self-denyal. In‘fmall 120. 
With a Comparifon between Windfor Veni- 


LUAL 


fon, and St. Albans Mutton. “By the fame 
Hand. 

Bowling and Building 5.the two great Quali- 
Gcations of Statefmen : With@Pindarick 
Ode in'praife of Swearing and Gaming. By 
his Grace the D. of B. In 4 vol in Folio, 
large-Paper gilt. 

The fhfipidnefs of old- fafhion’d Virtues orthe 
Advaritages of being an early’Rake. To 
which is added, by way of Appendix, the 
necellity of Occafional Conformity to Whor- 

ing 
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ing and Gaming, By his G. the D. of 
B—d. 

19, The way to Preferment; being a choice Col- 
le&tion of Ribaldry, Defamation and Scan- 
dal, on the Memory of the late King Wil- 
liam, 

20. Scaramouch, or the Charch’s Scarecrow. By 
a Prieft of the Order of St. -Alphage. 

21. Harlequin, of the Humours of High Church 3 
a Farce, as it was acted with applaufe before 
the Univerfity of Oxon. By Mr. Sach —1. 

22. The Church fupported, and Piety promoted, 
by the Sunday's’ Cavalcade to Hide: Park 
Beinz an elaborate*Piece of the Right H. 
the Ld C——y, and written in his Coach en 

: paffant, 

23. Lhe Chameleon to that famous Civilian Dr. 
Davenant, occalion’d -by his late Effays. 

24. Two Treatifes, the one of fair Dealing, the 
other of good’ Breeding. By’ Sirg,Sim — J. 
Dedicated to Mr. D, Defue. 

25. Roftrorum Falcimen, or fome new Eflays for the 
better Reputation of the Pulpit and Play- 
houfe. By George Powel Servant to her Ma- 
jefty. 

26. Good Houfekeeping. By Sir Sam..D——d., 
Dedicated to the Coxcombs that chofe him 
Lord Mayor. In 240. 
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OT, Celia, that 1 am more juff, 
Or truer than the reft; 
ya For I could change each hour like them, 
ret Were it my Intereft. 


i But I am tyd to very Thee, 

AN By ev'ry Thought I have 5 

Should you again my Heart fet: free, 
I’c4 be again your Slave, 


For all in Woman is adord, 
In thy dear Self I find 5 

For the whole Sex can but afford 
The Handfom and the Kind. 


Aa Then why fhould I. feek further Store, 
Hie And make my Love anew ? 

ae Since Change it felf can-give no mores 
a Tis eafy to be true. 


The Old Man's Wifh, 


WF I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

eat | Let this be my Fate ina Country Town: 

he May I havea warm Houfe,with a Stone at my Gate, 
And a cleanly young Girl torub my bald Pate: — 


Mey 
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May I govern my Paffion with an abfolute fway, 
And grow wifer and better as my firength wears away, 
Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle decay. 


In a Country Town, by a murm’ring Brook, 
With th’ Ocean at diftance on which I may look; 
With a fpacious Plain without Hedg or Stile, 
And an eafy Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile. 

May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 
Of the beft Wits that liv’d in the Ages before ; 
With a Difh of Roaft-Mutton,not Ven fon nor Teal, 
And clean thocoarfe Linen at ev’ry Meal. 

May I govern, &c. 


With a Pudding on Sanday, and ftout humming 
C Liquor, 
And Remnants of Latin to puzzle the Vicar ; 
With a hidden Referve of Burguidy Wine, 
To drink the King’s Health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c, | 


With a Courage undaunted may I face my la! cd: 
And when I am dead may the better fort fa 
In the Morning when fober, in th’ Evening » 

( mellow, 
He is gone, and han’t left behind him ‘his Fellow. 
For he govern d hu Paffion, &c. 
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0 il f he Co tt els of Do or ch-_e te 


y Roud with the Spoils of Royal Cully, 


q With falfe pretenceto Witand Parts; 
She fwaggers like a batter d Bully, 
To try the Tempers of Mens Hearts. 


Tino fhe appear as glittcing. fine, 

As Gems, and Jefts, and Paint can make her ; 
She né "er can w in 1 Breaft like apy 
1€ vil and Si r David ta ke her. 
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Qheay Entleft Arr, thou Breath of Lovers, 
ae Vapour - from.a) Secret Fire; 


Which by the eit felf, difcovers, 
E’er yet daring to afpire. 


Softeft Note of whifper’d ;Anguifh, 
Harmon’ y ’5 ref fined Part, 

Striking while thou feem’ft to wie 
Full tat the Liftner’s Hea 


Softeft Meflenger of Paflion, 
Stealing thro a Croud-of Spies ; 
Which conftrain the outward Fafhion, 
Clofe the Lips, and guard the Eyes, 
Shapes 
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Shapelefs Sigh, we neer can fhew thee 

: Form’d, but to aflault the Ear ; 

Yet e’er to their coft they know thee, 
Evry Nymph may read thee here. 


rn 


A FHt. 


~ Entleft Blaft of ill Concoétion, 
«._F - Reverfe of high-afcending Belch, 
The only Stink abhor’d by Scorch-men, 

Belov’d and practis’d by the Welch, 


~ Softeft Note of inward Griping, 
Sir Reverence’s finelt Part : 
So fine it needs no pains of wiping, 
Except it be a Brewer’s F—t. 


Swifteft Eafe of Cholick Pains,. 
Vapour from a. fecret Stench, 

That's rattled by the unbred Swains, 
But whifper’d by the bafhful Wench. 


Shapelefs .F-—t,. we ne’er can fhew thee, 
But in that noble Female Sport ; 

In which by burning Blue.we know thee, 
Th’ Amufement of the Maids at Court. 
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The Petition of the diftrefs'd Merchants 
of London, to the Lord Fiigh Trea- 
Jurer, againft the Commiffioners of the 
Cuftoms. 


‘*Rom Go n, that Wafp, whofe Talent is 
Notion 3 
From fnarling Tool Cl—ke, at the other’s De- 
votion 3; 


From Republican Bes, the old Clergy Teazer, 

Whofe true Chriftian Name, you muft know, ’s 
Abenezer : 

From flatt’ring falfe H—/¢y, who ‘fneeks to 
Church Party, 

And for but half Salary vows to be hearty: 

From fearful proud W—port, who ipits out his 
Curfes 5 

From T-—dy Bully C-——ford, and the Rogues 
that he nurfes ; 

From fo motly a Crew, fo imperious a Board, /? 

Deliver this lab’ring Country, good Lord, C 

And thy Staff fhall like Hercules Club be ador'd. 

And that no grain of Merit fall by this Petition, 

Leave Manwaring only to grace the Commiflion. 
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Ihe Way to Fleavenin a String: Or, 
Mr. Algil’s Argument Burle/qu’d. 


To the Reader. 


: E, have of late been entertain'd with ma- 

¥y ny pretty Whims in Divinity; but 
this is the finest of them all: A Religious Piece 
of Kauight-Errantry, to which if I faid any 
thing at all, I thought it must be in Baur. 
lefque for the Humour is comical enough. 
Pity it ws this wondrous Man had not liv'd in 
the Infancy of Time, and taught poor Mortals 
this Leffon, eer Death for fo many Thonfands of 
Years had ravaged the habitable parts of the 
World, and glutted it felf with the Spoils of 
Mankind. . The Scythe of Death had then a lowg 
time ago been rufty and ufélefs, and the Sands in 
the Glafs of Time had run to no purpofe, But we 
of these latter Ages of the World. muji have the 
only Advantage of his Project, who will not go 
out of the World in the Cousmon Road of his 
Keighbours, but in a manner peculiar to biu- 


Hine Itur ad Aftra. 


Bootatus 
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bees ‘tus & Spurratus ire ad Coelum 5 away 
mounts our Priend John, and leaves this declin- 


ing W via leffening out of fight. 
Thefe-are the fr Lines that ever IL attempted 


jn Do: og and according to their reception 172 
the | Vorld, perhaps may be the elaft, The Defign 
will bear a great many mores and we Li ines flow 
asthe Learned Dr. Bunyan fays of b#, 

They came to mine own Heart, thence to my Head, 
Thence to my Fingers ends they trickeled 5 
Thence to my Pen, and then immediately 

On Paper | did dr ibble it daintily. 


Mr. Algil’s Argument Burle/qu d. 


g-Eere are fome things accounted Real, 

{ in which we«Mortals do agree all : 
Things form’d by cunning Allegories. 

We do. account to be. mere Stories. 

Some write of Fights of Mice and! Frogs, 
And. others prate of Maftiff Dogs. 

One has the Fairy Queen efpy’d, 

And: told. the Tale, as if he ly °d 

OF :Tib and Tom, and Ab and Mab. 
Names: ne’er attain'd by Poet Squab. 

But: while {uch Fools.do pleafe Mens Fancies 
With idle Gante’s of..Romances, 

Vil tell you of a greater Knight 
Than eer made Love, or moy ‘di in Hight. 
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He neither was a Prieft nor Parfon, 
Or Warrior’s Saddle laid his Arfe on; 
Yet in Divinity Profound, 

He could great Sophifters confound ; 
Knew difference ’twixt the Jems and Turks, 
And had read Learned Banyan’s Works : 
Had Brecks his Golden Pippins read, 
And by the wifer Folk ’cis faid, o0 
He can as lJearnedly difpute 

As Parfon Keith, or fam’d Giles Shute, 
He fagely in his Youth forefaw 

That Truths Divine need Props of Law 5 
To ftudy which he did adhere, 

And in’t became a Barifter: | 
~He fomething elfe at length: became, 
An Office got I muft not name; 

Ne Sutor ultra Crepidam, 


Ly 


He never bow’d his ftubborn Knee 
In any Feats of Chivalry, 
ef{pifing fach Knight-Errantry, 
Where People for the very: nonce 
Do fracture one anothet’s Bones ; 
As Bullocks fight in Marthes fed, 
To try which has the hardeft Head. 
He never lov’d the difmal Sounds 
Of murd’ring Guns, of Blood and Wounds : 
He ftill abhorr’d the: frightful: fighr, : 
The fad Effect of ‘cruel Fight. 
He never got a broken Head, . 
Or for a Wound had Plaifter fpread ; 
Had no Mifchance in any Points, a 
To diflocate his nimble. Joints’; | ® | 
But fuch Difafters as: befal 2 
In Battels Metaphyfical ; 


rn) 


Which, 


446 POEMS om 


Which, tho fecuring Head and Snont; 

De craze the Brains, not beat ’em ott. 
By a deep Infight in Religion 

He found how A4abomet, and his Pigeon, 

Did fly from hence to bleft Abodes, 

Tranflated to the very Gods; 

With ev’ryoPinion not unhing’d, 

And net one Feather of ’em fing?d. 

in facred Scripture he had read 

How Enoch and Elijab fled 

To Heav’n by Faith, and in their flying 

Hifdain’'d the common way of Dying, 

Which does Mankind in Thraldom fetter; 

Only becaufe they know no better. 

He and his Printér did agree 

To fet Men from this Bondage free 5 

And now Ser Knight has got a Squire, 

As fit as e’er he could defire: 

To preach this Dottrine would be vain, 

Difturb the Head, and Lungs would. itrain. 

Let Parfons preach, and Clerks go whiftles 

They'll do the bufinefs by Epiftie, 

Which has of late’ gain’d: Profelytes 

Of Tolandifts and) Afgilites, 

Who form new Articles Divine, 

Exceeding far our’ Thirty nine. 


In London Town there’s: fcarcely, found 
One Corner of that. fertile Ground, 
Which does not, to the Age afford ; 
New Seéts all founded ow che Word 5 
Who like Logiciaris do: difpute, 
And one another ftill{ confute; 
All of ’em Orthodox, :and: all 
Alike are Apoftolical. 
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But tho they make fuch zealoys pother, 
Some do thrive better than the other ; 
As Plants more generous are found 

‘To flourifh beft in fatteft Ground: 
Some tall ones fcatter do their Seed, 
And new ones do as Maggots breed ; 
Whilft thefe to height are always fhoving, 
Some others only ere improving. s. 
St. Paul's fcarce outdoes Salters- Hall, 
Tho its high Roof be far more tall: 
Octavo Band, and Cloak Divine, 

As Folio Caflock is as fine: 

The little Roundhead looks as big 

As Bifhop in his powder’d Wig. 

And eke a wondrous Reformation 


~Is happened in this godly Nation. 


After a many ftubborn Greetings, 

The King is pray'd for in the Meetings, 
That he may live long in the Nations — 
OF publick Funds a loog Duration’: 

For thefe.no King did e’er adore, 

But what encreas’d their private Store. 
Pardon, good Reader, I digrefs, 

’Tis common in Pindarick Verfe, 

And eke in this it muft be too, 

If I but pleafe to make it fos 

And I, without.a Reafon: for’t, 

Will make ’em long, or cut ’em fhort. 
Poets are Princes in their Station; 

Altho they govern not the Nation ; 

No Man their Pow’r did yee difpute, 

But always held *em abfolute.. . 


Now had Sir Kaighe his Brain imploy’d 
How he might. conquer, ‘and avoid 


47. 


Old 
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Old Death, that cunning fubtle, Fox, 
Who lays Mankind.in Earrhy Stocks ; 
Says he, good Squre,.it is but folly 

To fit thus pentive, melancholy , 

Put but my Notions into print, 

We'll conquer Death, or Devil’s in’t. 

I am Robuftick, tho I’m Civil, 

And grown a Match e’en forthe Devil. 
The crooked Serpent, who by Lying 
Entices Mankind into Dying, 

So far does foolifh Men. deceive, 

They cannot the dulf Cuftom leave. 
Had they but Faith, they need notidie, 
Like Enoch might ad Affra ily, > 
And view the Regicns of the Sky. 


trYyw 


But here the Squire to Knight reply’d; 
You have not yet.your. Notion tryd: 
Your mighty Faith your Senfe enthrals, 
Tis Philofophically falfe ; 
For what is born muft furely die, 
Or elfe Phiiofophers,do lie: 
All that is nourifh’d is, unftable, 
And is revera corruptibles 
And Death, deciding of the Strife; 
Is but Corruption of our Life: 
You muft not Notions, Sir, efpoufe 
That do the Bonds of Nature loofe, 
And with fuch vehemence difpute“em, 
When e’ery Charch-yard does: confute 7em. 
Befides, Sir, where, is your Protection 
Again{t received Refurrection ?. 
For it appears to all the Wife, 
If we don’t die.we shall not»rife. 
You may for chis be. brought in Couré, 
And there be made to anfwer for’t 5 

7 They'll 


‘Was made Oppreflor of the Prefs; 
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They'll ufe you there like any Dog, 

When you're once feiz’d by Robbin Hog: 
For, Sir, the Liberty to fcrible 

Allows you not at Church to nibble; 

And there Pll leave you in the lurch, 

When you plant Cannons ’gainft the Church. 
Such things as thefe would whilome tear yo, 
In the late Reign of Great Rogere : 

Not that Rogero of great Note, 

Of whom Orlando juftly wrote, 

Who with Alcyna did difcourfe 

By Affignations of Amours; 

But chat Rogero which did fil] 

The World with Obfervators ill; 4 
Who fuch ill Tenents.to redrefs, 


Who tho he’s outed of his Reign, 
His Squire's Pow’r does {till remain. 


To this reply’d the Doughty Knighr, 
Thou fhalt not me with Fancies fright. 
Nought that’s heroick, or that’s rare-a, 
But was atchiev'd by Great Don Zara, 
Whole Actions gave his Name a Hogo, 

He got the Title of Del Fogo; 

And tho he was a’'Man of Valour, 

He oft was {queez’d by Fortunes Squallor 5 
And Sancho too ( his Fates be thanked ) 
Was fadly tofled in a Blanket ; 

Yet thefe did ne’er repine at Fate, 

To keep off Blow would fcarce guard Pate. 
I will encounter Jews and Turks, 

Defy the Devil and his Works, 

Both thy Rogers, and his Squire, 

And their Ecclefiaftick Fire. 


Gg 
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Roger helong’d unto, that) Priefthood, 

Which. never»yet did do :the leaft good : 
He was a Light to the Dark-Lanthogas, 
Which neither Sockets bave, nor han’t, Horas. 
if thefe my Notions do moleft, 

Perfecution, Sir, at, belts 


: I 
ro Pt g bam fh By * op alae ’ Raart 
No Man fhall fuffer for his: Faith. 


Here did the Sguixe long ftand amaz’d 3 
And after on the Kwight had gaz, 
Quoth he, it is not Pevfecution, 

When againft you in fxecution.: 

Our Laws do only favour weak 

And Infant Chriftians, who can’c take 
The ftronger Meats 5, but. you are itrong, 
Almoft Omnipotent in Wrong. 

Your felf-applaudiog Vanity 

is meer downright Profanity : 

You know a wondrous deal of Faith, 
But not one word the Scripture faith. 
Tis true, good Enach and Elsal 

Alive to Saints above did fiy-a 5 

And this was done-by. Faith and. Prayer, 
But neither of em was a Lawyer 5 
They of Canary took no Dofe, 

Nor tippl’d Claret at the Rofe: 

They in their Lives were exemplary, 
Seldom or never did mifcarry- 

We can’t in you like Faith believe; 
Unlefs you like Example give. 


Quoth Knight, my Friend, thou’rt very: dull, 
Good God! Full-fill thy. empty Scull. ‘ 
Thofe Tenents which from: Faith  arifey 


To Mortal Men are Myfteries: 
nga t 
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It is not likely they fhould know 

- The way tranflated Men do go; 

They cannot fee the upper Skies, 

Becaufe they look with dying Eyes; 

They can no more fuch Truth unriddle, 

| Than Story of the Bear and Fiddle, 

| Was fung, but broke off in the middle. 
As for my way of living, wou’d 
It were as pious Exoch’s good. 

But here, my Friend, you do me banter; 
For you do know I am no Ranter: 
Altho for Grace I don’t much fickle, 
And figh and groan at Conventicle, 
With little Band am feldom found, 
Or Locks are circumcifed round, 

' Yet tho I do not cant and pray, 
I am not half fo lewd as they : 
And Godly Looks do ne’er impart 
The fecret Treafure of the Heart ; 
Which, if it does once entertain 
Vile Thoughts, Religion is but vain. 
I ina Band could Iuok as grave 
As any Conyenticle Knave, 
Cou'd wring my Chaps into Grimaces, 

And make a hundred Godly Faces ; 

Cou’d fit as dull as any Log, 

. And grunt and groan like any Hog. 
But thefe are odd forts of Religions, 
Contriv’d by Knaves for foolifh Wigeons ; 
May be for them a Godly Fahhion, 
But are not fitted for Tranflation. 

All my Difciples muft be airy, 
And dance as nimble as a Fairy ; 
Muft never think. of fordid Dying, 
But practife mult the Art of Flying. 
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eet eens tenes LDA 
On a Blufh. ‘Writcen by a Lady. 


An my own Blood betray ‘me to Difgrace, 
Fill me with Shame, then triumph in my Face? 

Thou bafe Deferter of my better Part, 

That haft fo long inhabited my Heart, 

To leave thy deareft native Manfion Seat 
Uneuarded and expos’d to Love and Fate 5 

Had you but kept the Place, no room had bia 
For any Damon to have {ally’d in : 

But while in Pomp you in my Cheeks were fet, 
He the Pofleflion of my Heart did get. 

Now you, my treach’rous Wanderer, may ftay, 
And new Confufion to my Heart convey’: 

You’ve bus’nefs now of Confequence to tell, 

But fee the gentle Tale you manage well 5 

Appear not you in all your furious Flame, 

And you may give a Charm as well as Fame, 
Thou Tell-tale of the Mind, that wilt reveal 
The very Truth I charge thee to conceal. 

If fecret Joys from Damon's fight arife, 

You f fuppofe, will tell it at my Eyes. 

I could forgive youtoo, did you proceed 

From real Caufe, or fome inglorions Deed : 

1 would be ftill afham’d of doing ill, 

And Compenfation make by bluthing ftill : 

But ev’n in Innocence you're ftill my Foe, g 
And what I do not, or I would not know, 

Still in my Face a feeming Guilt you fhow. 9 
And while it pleafes you to take thefe Airs, 

1 am abandon’d to a thoufand Fears. 


Shame 
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Shame and Confufion dwell upon my Face, 

While ev'ry one their different Cenfures pafs: 

Fie Damon! *twasa treach’rous Coward’s part 

To feize an empty and unguarded Heart. 

You watch the Sentinel abroad, and then 

Surprize his Box e er he come back agen. 

Come on Lucinda, Trick for Trick fay 1, 

Since he’s got in, there keep him till he die. 

There is no Blood you fay 5 then ftop it clofe, 

Let none return, and Pll engage he goes: 

For without Blood he can no more live there 

Than Sparrows in Boyle’s Glafles without Air. 

And if henceforth your Blood fhould upward 
move, 

Say “tis for Joy and Triumph, not for Love. 


The Charaéter, 


Artilla’s prudent, wife, difcreet, 
M For a Queen’s Privy-Council fits 
Calm and ferene; her Features {weet, 
Her Judgment ftrong, and fharp her Wit. 
Her Breaft no ruffled Paflion knows, 

No angry Furrows on her Brows: 
No pining Envy, fervile Fear 

E'er meet witha Reception here. 

But glorious Virtue fills her Mind, 
And all that’s good in Woman-kind. 


Mafia is lovely, young and fair, 
Her Afpect charming, mild her Air; 
Sweet Modefty, that blufhing Grace, 
Reigns triumphant in her Face: 
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She is all Innocence and Love, 
The Darling of the Gods above, 


Grippina’s courteous, brisk and kinds 
Her Face declares her eafy Mind : 
She’s always gen’rous, bold and true, 
What’s mean fhe cannot; will net do: 
When e’er fhe fings all filent are, 
None dare their Tunes with her’s compare 5 
The feather’d Songfters of the Air 
Correct their erring Notes by her.: 


Where three fuch Nymphs are to be found, 
Sure it is hallow’d, facred Ground: 
And Temples may erected be, 
For all to worfhip there with me. 


SONG. 


HE Ceftrian Roach will prove a fine Fifh, 

And Game not in feafon will makea good Difh 
For the Court of St, Germains, if ferv’d up in ftate, 
With forty four Covers of Cornifh Church-Plate ; 
And guarded by Scots, that are highly provok’d, 
With defign that a Female of Note may be choak’d: 
The Sauce takes its Relifh from the Hogo of Hom, 
And S—-r the Coals of the Kitchin will blow, ~ 
The Grace will be faid’ by nonjuring Kea, 
And all the High-Fliers will foon fay, Amen. 


Tofts 
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Tofrs and Margarita. 


Ufick has learnt the Difcords of the State, 
And Conforts jar with Whig & Tory Hate. 
Here Devonfhire and Somer fer attend 
The Bririfh Tofts, and ev'ry Note commend 5 
To native Merit juft, and pleas’ to fee 
We've Roman Arts from Roman Bondage free. 
There fam’d L’Epine does equal Skill imploy, 
While lifVning Peers croud to th’ extatick Joy, 
B-~—d to hear her Song his Dice forfakes, 
And N=—.——m'’s tranfported-when the fhakes : 


“Lull’d Sratefmen melt away their drowfy Carés 


Of Englana’s Safety in Italian Airs. 
Who would not fend each Poft blank Pafles o’ery 
Rather than keep fuch Strangers from our Shore ? 


ae =. nanos 
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An Addrefs. 


MADAM, 

E Addrefs you to day ina very new Fa- 
fhion,. ‘ 

And tell you of nothing but Force and Invafion, 

Tho fome Folks will lavgh when they hear the 
Occafion. 
Violation’sthe Word ; not a Tittleo’ th’ Church; 
For,as Johnny fays plainly, you've left us?’th’ lurch. 

‘The Sham’s at an end which made fuch a pother, 


And we’re plaguily put to our Trumps for another.’ 
Gg 4 But 
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But fince the cursd Lords have thrown out the Bill, 

And chofe a Committee that pif in a Quill; 

Who, if we be filent, will find out the Plor, 

Then N—— ms Merit will {oon be forgot, ; 

And fome of us furely muff then go to pot : S 

We are forced to invent in this dang’rous Crifis, 

Some pretty new Whims to confound theirDevices. 

Why, Adadam, you're ravifh’d, your Queenfhip's 
invaded, 

And we mutt {queel out till of this you're per- 
fwaded. 

But who are the Villains perhaps you willask ; 

- If we did not tell you, *twould-be:a hard Task 

To guefs, or perceive, you had any Abufe, 

So we come on purpofeto tell you the News. 

’Tis the whole H—— of Lords, thofe damnable 
Lords, 

Who have done the fad thing on moft of our 
Words. 

O, Madam, take care of your Prerogative Royal, 

Wene’er were before fo confoundedly Loyal, 

For extending yourPower to be humbly addrefling, 

And you fee we conform on Occafion fo prefling ; 

To glut our Revenge, Moderation to foil, 

The Peers to affront, the State to imbroil. 

This glorious Quarrel we come to advance, 

Which is as dear to us as that again{t France, 
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The Rifng. Sun; or,’ Verfes upon the 
Queen’s Birth-day. Celebrated Apr. 30- 
MDCXC. 

By John Hamden E/q; , 


Reat Soulof Nature, Source of all our Joys, 
Monarch of th’ Univerfe, whofe genial Rays, 
Of Motion and of Life the only: Spring, 
Entitle Thee, with Juftice, to be King 
Of all that lives, breaths, or moves here below, 
Since from thy Heat and Light all theirs do flow : 
~ How well thou’rt made the Emblem and Device 
Of that Celeftial Nymph, whofe glorious Rife 
Ennoblesthis bleft Day, chafing our Night, 
Doubling the Glory of thy Sacred Light. 
How lately we in Darknefs were involv'd ! 
Our Britifh World ready to be diffolv’d ; 
Our Laws, our Liberty did gafping lye, 
And we for help in vain did figh and cry 5 
When all out Patriots loudly did proclaim * 
_ Help and Deliverance from no other Name 
They could expect than this bleft Princefs, when 
She was defir'd by all good Exglifh Men, 
More than the rifing of her Planet was 
By all thofe Perfiazs, who at once did gaze 
To fee that fight, which who could frit behold 
Was to be circled in th’ Imperial Gold. 


% See Burner's Papers, and others, which were filled with 
Difcourfes of the hopes we bad in the Sueceffion of the Prince/s 
| eo Cae. Oe ee ee ee 
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When we had fuffer’d long enough to know 
The Value of that Good Heav’n would beftow ; 
Within our Hemifphere this Star appear’d, 

And put an end toall the Ills wefear’d. 
Préceded by her Morning-Star, and led, 
(The worthy Partner of her Throneand Bed) 
Our Glorious Sun on our Horizon rofe, 
Scatter’d all Mifts, fatisfy’d all, but thofe 
Whofe Deeds had made them hate the Light, 
whofe Crimes 
Sought the Confufion of the darkeft Times. 
At firft the Blefling feem’d beyond belief : 
All with’d and pray’d for’t; few could credit give. 
But when we faw Heav’n meant in truth tolend 
1 Affiftance to us, and by her to fend : 
| | When fhe defcended on our happy J/le, 
(A certain Gage of Providence’s Smile) 
When we beheld her mounted on the Throne, 
Exprefling all thofe Graces which alone 
in her concentred, fet her far before 
The Heroines fo vaunted heretofore : 

| When fhe and her great Confort did receive 

Dae The greateft Prefent mortal Men can give; 
il And at their Feet the Nation’s Wifdom laid 

a That Crown,which f{carce their‘Labours fully paid. 

| With what Tranfports of Joy, uponher Face, 

We all admiring faw that charming Grace 

To her peculiar ? where her Piety 

And Modefty plainly appear’d to vie 

With-Love tofinking Exgland, whofe demand 

Of Help and Succour from her Royal Hand, 

| Determin’d Her that vacant Seat to fill, 

eon Affigned unto her by Heaven’s Will 5 

Meas Pronounc’d by th’beft explainet of God's Choice, 
| And {ureft Evidence, the People’s Voice. | 


Bleft 
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Bleft Conteft ! where the terms, Country and Wife, 
Strove with her Love to him that gave her Life! 
And more bleft Vict’ry, where Love to Mankind 
Triumph'd o’re all chings, in her vertuous Mind ! 

Nor did the Progreis any way allay 
Our Hopes fo rais’d by what we faw that Day. 
The Order introduc’d 1 in every part.” 
Where the concern’a her felf, the happy Art 
So little practifed in former Reigns, 
Of making ufe of all ber Courtiers Chains 
For Cords to draw them’ to adorn her Court, 
By all that’s vertuous and of good Report, 
Shew’d us how great a Blefling Heaven intends 
For thofe to whom it fuch a Princefs fends. 
No Scandal, no Offence within her Walls: 
Under her Care and Conduct all that falls 
Admits no blemifh, all things are fecure 
Under her vig ‘lant Eye, and ail things pure. 
Her Virgin’s Chaftity no Guard requires,’ 
Their tender Souls acquainted with no Fires, 
But with that Ardour which does them inflame 
To honour their great Miftrefs, and her Fame 
Still to advance, teach what by daily ufe 
Such Precepts and Example can produce : 
Their Wants her bounteous Hand fo well fupplies, 
Their Withes fhe fo fully fatisfies ; 
Should Jove from Heav’n come in a Golden Shower, 
He'd find no Dande within that Bower. 

Is any Sick, Diftrefled, Lame, or Poor ? 
Their natural refort is to her Door. 
Where Limbs, and Health, and Succor they all find, 
So like her Saviour’s is her pious Mind 5 
So univerfally fhe cafts her Eyes 
On all that need her help; it does fuffice 
To be in mifery, to have aright =. 
To her Protection, and her helping Might. 

Her 
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Her Pizry loofes the Captive’s Chains 

From offer’d Thanks her Modefty refrains. 

So affable, fo courteous, that her Mouth 

The Law of Kindnefs gives.. From North to South 

No Charatter like her’s youl ever fee, 

Such Sweetnefs mixt with fo much Majefty : 

To that degree, that Envy’s worft effort 

Ne’re feign’d in her faults of another fort, 

But cnly this (ridiculous device!) 

That the too good, too condefcending 1s. 

An Englifb Fault, which io. her Royal Mind, 

Vith Englih Virtues happily conjoin’d, 

Such as. good Nature, and good Temper are, 

Do all produce in her a Character 

So great as, if compared, will pul] down 

All thofe of other Heads that wear a Crown, 

Thexactnefs of her Judgment’s underftood 

By thofe whofe Fortune makes them have the good 

To ftand before her, and. thofe Accents hear, 

Thofe charming Accents, thofe Decifions.clear, 

Abouading in good Senfe, and Judgment found, 

When. fhe thinks fit falfe Notions to confound. 
But above all, her Picty prevails, 

That Crownof Virtues, that.which never,fails, 

That which will make ber happy, when the Law 

OF frail Mortalicy fhall her withdraw 

From all our longing Eyes, and. {hall unite 

Her precious Subftance to that Globe of Light, 

Which 1 her Greatnefs to adumbrate ufe, 

Loth to her Merit Juftice to.refufe. 

Whoever knew her-fail an Exercife 

Of Piety ? Whoever faw her Eyes 

Wander, or any other Action. prove 

Want of Devotion, or defect of Love ? 

And yet her greateft heat of Zeal none faw, 

Or ever could obferve from her.to draw 

RE "~~ Thofe 
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Thofe faperftitious Cringes, which fuch Fools 
Are wont to ufe, that Priefts have made their Tools, 
Her Sovereign Judgment fhews her how to take 
The Temper juft, what difference to make 
Between a folid Piety, and that 

Which Bigots counterfeit, a {purious Brat, 

Not got ’twixt Heaven and a virtuous Soul, 

Nor made our vicious Paflions to controul, 

But of bafe Fear and corrupt Policy, 

The nanfeous Fruit, and Nurfe of Tyranny. 
She knows in fuch divided Times as thefe, 

Like a trae Nurfing-Mother, how to pleafe 

Her wrangling Children; and when thoie did come 
To bid their Jonp’d-for Princefs welcome home, 


Who in fome lefler things dillent from thofe 


Our Laws the Pulpits to fupply have chofes 

Far from infulting, or defpifing fuch, 

Who came her Golden Scepter’s Top to touch, 

That under her a Life from Force fecure 

They now might lead, in her Protection fure, 

Tothem fhe ftretch’d the evil-charming Rod, 

And did encourage them to ferve their God, 

And to acquit their Confcience. Then (faid fhe) 

Ir is my With, and fhall my bus nefs be 

To end Diffent in’ Church * (as well as State ) 

And all your bleeding Wounds confolidate. — 

From Cyrus nor from Artaxerxes Throne 

More pleafing Oracles the Jews had none. 

and when her peaceful Lipshad thus difpeil’d 

Thofe venerable Perfons Fears, and guell’d 

Their Apprehenfions, fhe did not difdain 

To ask their Prayers for her happy Reign. 
Heay's 

* See her printed Anjwer to Dr. Bates's Speech, made in the 
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Name and Prefence of 4 great number of Nonconformift Mé- 
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Heav'n hear thofe Prayers, and plentifully fhed 
A fhower of Bleflings on her Royal Head, 

Sach as its choiceft Fav’rites do partake, 

And for her own and her dear Country’s fake, 
Lengthen the courfe of her Profperity’; 

And rather than our Hopes with her fhonld die, 
Take from our Years to add unto her days — 
Too happy Victims! Fate above all praife! 

Her Virtues Politick come next in view : 

The Difficulty here’s not to fay true, 

But ‘tis to fay enough. . If ftrong defire 

To fave her Country from the raging Fire 
Which had almoft devour’d it 5 if Succefs 
Obrain’d by this new Effher’s warm Addrefs ; 

If Days confam’d in Prayers, and Nights in Tears, 
That we might be deliver’d from our Fears 3 

If utmoft Hazards run upon the Main, 

And more than this, if yielding to-conftrain 
Her pious Inclinations for our fake, 

Can on our grateful Hearts th'impreflion make 
Such Actions call for; if her Modeity 

And Self-denial can but make us fee, 

How fhe our Peace prefers before her Power, 

And what new Debts we owe to her each-hour, 
To fome degree at leaft, we may pretend 

Our matchlefs Queen’s Deferts to comprehend. 

In the laft Century, when this our Land 

Submitted to a Virgin-Queen’s Command, 

And when our Anceftors by her were tav’d 
From Popery, and kept from being inflav-d,. 
How did they all confpire to raife her Fame ¢ 
How dear to after-times will be her Name ¢ 
And yet to thofe who eftimate things right, 
To-thofe.¢I fay ). whofe penetrating fight 
Enables.them to judg of, the degrees 
Of Virtue, which accordingly they. prize, 
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It will appear our Modern Herosne 1 | 
Beyond E&zabeth as far does fhine, | 
As Her bright Luminary does outvie 
The pale-fac’d, Cynthia's conquer’d Deity. 
Tis true, fhe once gave back a Subfidy 
Unto her People, and fo made them fee 
She ask’d their Treafure for no other end, 
But that with it fhe might their Rights defend ; 
And when Neceflity did not require 
The Purfe-ftrings fhould be open’d, her defire 
Was rather them her Treafurers to fee; 
Than the the fleecer of the Flock fhould be ; 
Richer in their Affections than their Gold, 
A Heritage not to be bought or fold. 
This was a great Example, I agree, 
~ Elizabeth approv'd her felf to be, 

Fit for a Place in that Ring where the Names 
Of Princes. Good muft eternize their Fames. 
But when there’s Names enow to fill each Place, 
MART’s the. Jewel that. the Ring muft grace : 
She, not content a Subfidy to give, 
For England’s Good ; that by which fhe mutt live, 
Her whole. Subfiftence rather chofe to lofe *, 
Than. give pretence to any to {uppofe 
An Intereft diftingt from. him whofe Star 
Has bleft him by uniting. him. with her, 
Or rather than the leaft pretext. afford 7 
To the Oppofers of their Brest AccoORD. 
To good Advice Ezabeth gave Ear 5 
For Counfellors fhe fingled {uch as, were 
Friends to the Nation’s Int’reft, not for fhow ; 
But by their help. to be directed fo, 

That 


* When the Parliament would have given her a diftintt 
se and fhe declar'd fhe would bave nothing but from 
the King. hig a 
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That fhe might feed the People for their Good, 
Not Poifon miniftring inftead of Food. 


She rul’d by Law, nor thought it a difgrace 


Our Laws and Reafon in a higher place 

To fet, than that Parafites ule to give 

To what they call Royal Prerogative. 
MARY, not only willing to have Bounds 

Fixt to that Torrent which all things confounds 3 

Noe willing only to be ty’d by Law, 

And govern fo as all our Hearts to draw, 

Tho crown’d and recogniz’d by full confent, 

Tho on her Head the facred Oil was fpent ; 

Altho a Sovereign and a Regnant Queen, 

Yet this great Princefs, that it might be feen 

How fhe defpis’d her Greatnefs in compate 

With thofe whofe Welfare was her chiefeft care, 

Surpafled Henry’s Daughter more alone 

Than fhe had pafs’d all that before had gone. 

For fhe, to manifeft what Love fhe bare 

Unto the Englifh Nation, and what care 

She rook that Union ftriét to entertain, 

Which makes a happy Land, and glorious Reign; 

And:then at once her deep refpect to fhow 

To him whom Aymen’s Bands had join’d her to, 

Sufpending the Effect of Heaven's Call, 

Did quite fit by, not governing at all, 

And tho we all Allegiance to her {wore, 

Our Laws and Coin her Name and Image wore, 

Love to her Husband, and her Native Land 

Made her contented nothing to command. 

’Twere eafy by this Parallel drove on, 

To thew how much this Queen has that out-done. 

And if her dawning Light produce fuch things, 

What thal! we think-her Noon-day Luftre brings? 

Thofethat would know what futare Times contain, 

Take a fore-tafte of her aufpicious Reign, 
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Be told what Conquefts fhe’s to, make abroad, 

( Our Chriftian Semiramu) what Road 

To Glory’s Temple muft her Chariot lead, 
Have nothing elfe to.do but only read 
What Foreign Bards of this Great Queen do fing *, 
Renewing under her th’Eternal Spring 
Which made the Beauty of the Golden Age, 
And fills each Poet’s Heart-enchanting Page. 
They fhew who fhall to her dread Scepter bow, 
What Lawrels flourifh on her Sacred Brow, 
And what acroud of Bleflings do attend 
Thofe People who upon hér Laws depend. 

But there’s no need at all of Foreign Praife 

The Glory of this Peerlefs Queen to raife, 
Did not we fee proftrate before her fall 

- Thofe Subjects of her own who heard the Call 
Of Heaven from another World, and came 
To her, that they might abdicate their Name+, 
Henceforth their Country ALARTLAND to call, 
A thing agreed upon by Great and Small ? 
And "tis no wonder, fince that pow’rful Charm 
Matt fill their Country, and their Foes difarm. _ 
That Clemency, that Goodnefs which did fhine 
When fhe receiv’d their Homage, that Divine, 

* See a Magnificent Panegyrick written lately for the King, 
and fent to him by a Learned Man in Swiflerland, named 
Holtzhalbius, heretofore a Regent in the College at Orange. In 
this Poem, {pcaking of the Parliament’s prefenting the Crown to 
their prefent Majeflies, he has thefe Verfes, to fhew the admiration 
the World has of the Queen's Virtue, and other great Qualities ; 

Conveniunt RegniProceres, faufti{g, Triumphis 
Wilhelmi applauduut Magni, revocantq, MARIAM, 
E, Batavis Sponfam, Regnis tantdq; Marito 
Dignam quz reliquas mirandz lumine formz, 
| Diviniq; animi praclaris dotibus omnes 
Pracellic Nymphas, ut ftellas Luna minores. 
+ See the Addrefs prefented'to the Queen at Kenfington, by 
the Deputys of New-England. 
Hh That 
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That noble Air of Greatnefs which appear ‘4, 
And mate ‘her tov'd at onte no lefs than fear’ di 
Had they {till Savagesor Rebels been, 

Would have rediacd’ then under fuch a  beagal 

Thus her great Deeds, from my Poetick Ve 
Lead me‘to write the Annals of her Reign. 

But that’s a Work muft crown with lafting praife 
he Livy’s gue the Camden's of our Days. 

This flying Leaf’ containing, without Art, 

he Sentiments’ of a fubiniffive Heart 

With admiration ftruck,'and Joy to find 

Suc h radiant Virtnes in a’Monarch’s Mind, 

Where, nothing is bat naked Fae laid down, 

By none Coxtéfted, and to few’ unknown ) 

Shall end with Wifhes, fuch as flow from Men, 

W hofe fraudtefs Souls are -yainted by their Pen. 

May this belt Day, when Heav'n made to this 
The choiceft Prefent of its liberal Hand, © CLand 
Be multiply ’d fo often, fill abound 
With frefh $ Snccefles', nay it ‘{tith be crown’d 
At home with Palms and Olives; and from Climes 
Remote with Trophies deck d fo many times, 
‘Till thou’ '( Great’ Queen) Lby Anceftors tn years 
Exceed"/t as much as does thy Virtue Theirs. 

And whetrthy Crown, transform’d into a Star, 
Shall equal fhine. with Berenice’s, Hair, 
May ftill this Tower Orb thy Glory fll, 
Thy Praifés eccho from’ the forked Hill’: ’ 
And may thy Birth an Epoch fetrled be, 
By. thofe who write our ExglifHiltory s 
An Epoch mofe illuftrious than thofe 
Of Nabonaffar, and of him ‘who chofe 
Hope for his Portion, Knew the worth of Praife, 
Gave all away, only referv'dithe Bays, 
And Envy bore to Thetés Valiant Boy 
More for his Homer than his Wer with Tray. Th 
: : Thov: 


lia 
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Thou art a Queen by God and Man defign’d : 
Choice with Succeffion’s in thy Perfon join’d. 
The Patriarchal Right and Genarchy 
With Inftitution doin thee agree. 
Thou haft both Law and Nature on thy fide, 
And that by which we moft of all are ty’d, 
Is that we Judg thee, by all wehave feen, 
* A Natural and a Platonick Queen. 
May Heav’n and Men by joint Confent maintain 
The Product of them both, thy glorious Reign. 
And fince the. Will of thy Great Spoufe fo well 
Is feconded by both the Houfes Zeal, 
Who now do call thee to exert that Power 
Which latent in thee did refide before ; 
May all thy Subjects Thee as well obey 
As he that celebrates this happy Day ; 
~ May’ft thou with fuch Applaufe afcend the Throne, 
so exercife the Government alone; : 
That when again Victorious he fhall come 
From Lands ne’er conquer’d by the Antient Rome, 
That Diadem he ftill may brighter find ( bind, 
Which does (Great Queen ) thy Sacred Temples 
And more refplendent far than when the Charms 
Of Martial Glory drew him from thine Arms. 
In Silks and Shades let other Queens expref$ 
Virtues which thou fo fully dof poflefs --. 
Let others thew, by working Beafts and Men, 
How far the Needle does out-do the Pen |. 

Let 


* Plato fays, there are feme, who, by the excellency of their 
Endowments, ave Kings by Nature. So that a Platonick Prince 
is one who is worthy to be fuch, This is a Notion much infifted 
on by Col. Sidney, in his Anfwer to Filmer. 

T Mary Queen of Scots, who wrought a Suit of Hangings for 
a Chamber at Hardwick, where all the Virtues ave represented 
by Symbolical Figures. 

| Catherine de Medicis, who fpent many Years in working 
fome Beds, now in#hs French King’s Garde-meuble. ~~ 
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Let neighb’ring Monarchs pafs their precious Hours 
In viewing Medals, and in planting Flowers, 

Let them with wild Ch:mera’s fill their Brains, 
Employ the Poets andthe Painter's Pains, 
Imaginary Conquefts to,declare, 

For forc’d Converfions Monuments to rear 5 

And let their Brain-fick Fancy them perfwade 
Gods are made by Le Brun and La Feuillade. 
Do thou thy Mind and Thoughts (Princefs) apply 
To rule thy Kingdonts all with Equity 

¢ Thefe are thy Arts ) of Peace to give, the Rule, 
To {pare the Humble, and the Proud controul. 
And fince thy lovely Sex, fo full of Charms, 

Has been to ts fo happy ;.in our Arms 

Planted the Lillies, fince it did unite 

In. lafting Bands the Red Rofe and the White ; 
Mav'ft thou reconguer Lands, for which the Sword 
Unto the Diftaff could no help afford: 

New Agincourts and C effys may?ft thou gain, 

fo thew the Salick Law was made in vain. 

And may’ft thou by a-nobler Union, far 

Than that which joined Tork, and Lancafter, 

Fix in. thy Subjects Hearts fuch Harmony, 

That they again may never difagree. 

sad jaft of all (to draw unto a Clofe 


ry 

Upon a Subject which no Limits knows ) 

May this great Feitival referved be 

For-Births of numerous Hero’s, which from Thee 

May {pring,in-thefe.our. Days, to reprefent 

The Wiliams, Ataurices, Colignys, fent 

From Heav’n, opprefled Nations to relieve 5 

Hero’s, whole glorious. Adtions, may revive 

The Brave Plaatagenets and. Tudors. Sage, 

And the Great. Boarbons of our Father’sAge 5 

Whofe Glory to the higheft pitch may rife, : 

The Scas their Empire bonbd, their Fame the Skies, 
“FEN IS. . 


